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CHAPTER I. 

^ICK BURTOlir, you're a daddy ! Polly's 
been and got a baby for yon, old boy ! " 
exclaimed several voices, as the said Dick 
motrnted the side of the old "Boreas," on 
the books of which ship he waB rated as 
a qnarter-master, he having jnst then returned from & 
pleasant little cutting-out expedition, where he had 
obtained besides honour and glory, a gash on the cheek, 
a bullet through his shoulder, and a prong &om a pike 
in the side. 

"Me a what?" he inquired, bending his head for- 
ward wiUi a look of incredulity, and mechanically 
hitching up his trousers. "Me a daddy? On course 
it's a boy V Polly wouldn't go for to get a girl, a poor 
little helpless girl out in these outlandish parts." 

"On course, Dick, it's a boy, a fine big, i 
younker, too. Why, bless ye, Quacko ain't no way to 
be compared to him, especially when he sings out, 
which he can do already, loud enough to drown the 
bo'sun's whistle, let me tell you," was the reply to 
Dick Burton's last question. 
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That baby was me. Qnacko was the monkey of the 
ship. I might not have been flattered at being com- ' 
parod to him, though it mnst be owned that I stood 
very much in the light of his rival. I soon, however, 
cut him out completely. My mother was one of two 
women on board. The other was Susan King, wife of 
another quarter-master. The two men enjoyed a privi- 
lege denied to their captain, for they could take their 
wives to sea, which he could not. To be sure, Polly 
and Susan made themselves more generally useful thaii 
the captain's wife would probably have done had she 
lived on board, for they washed and mended the men's 
shirts, nursed them when sick or wounded, prepared 
lint and bandages for the surgeons, and performed 
many other offices such as generally fall to the lot of 
female hands. ' They had both endeared themselves to 
the men by a thousand kind and gentle acts, but my 
mother was decidedly the favourite. This might have 
been because she was young and remarkably handsome, 
and at the same time as good and modest as a woman 
could be ; and so discreet that she was never known 
to cause a quarrel among her shipmates, or a pang of 
jealousy to her husband, and that, under the circum- 
stances of the case, is sayrag a great deal in her favour. 
Fancy two women among nearly four hundred men, and 
not one of the latter even thinking of infiTinging the last 
conamandment of the Decalogue. What an amount of 
good sense, good temper, and self-command must have 
been exercised on the part of the former. 

Susan's qualifications for the position she held were 
very different to those of my mother. In appearance 
she was a very Gorgon, a veritable strong-minded, 
double-fisted female, tall, gaunt, and coarse-featured. 
A hoarse laugh, and a voice which vied with the boat- 
swain's in stentorian powers, and yet withal she was a 
true woman, with a gentle, loving, tender heart. Bill 
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Ki ng, her Imsbaiid, knew her good qxialitiefii, and vowed 
that he would not swap her for Qneen Charlotte, or any 
other lady in the land, not if the offer was made to "^^m 
with a thousand gold guineas into the bargain. 

I ought to be grateful to her, and do cherish her 
memory with affection, for she assisted to bring me into 
the world ; attended my mother in her time of trial and 
trouble, and nursed me with the gentlest core. Yet Sue 
had a tongue, and could use it too when occasion, in her 
judgment, required its employment. But she always 
took the side of right and virtue against wrong and 
vice, and woe betided the luckless wight who fell under 
the ban of her just displeasure. She would belabour 
him, not with her hands, but by word, look, and ges- 
ture, tiU he shrieked out for mercy and promised never 
again to offend, or took to ignominious flight like a thief 
with a posse of constables at his heels. Bill King was a 
quiet-maimered little man with a huge pair of whiskers, 
like studden sails rigged out on either side of his cheeks, 
and a mild expression of countenance which did not 
belie his calm good-temper and amiability of disposition. 
But though gentle in peace, he was as brave and 
daring a seaman as ever sprang, cutlass in hand, on an 
^lemy's deck, or flew aloft to loose topsails when a 
prize had been cut out, amid showers of bullets and 
round-shot. 

Of my father, I will only say that he was in no way 
behind his Mend Bill King in bravery, and though he 
spoke the sailor's lingo like his shipmates, he was 
vastly his superior in manners and appearance. In- 
deed, he and my mother were a very handsome couple. 
They were also, I may say, deservedly looked upon 
witii great respect by the officers, from the captain 
downwards, and regarded with affection by all the 
crew. 

To go back to that in^igniflcant little individual^ tq.^^- 
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self, as I certainly was on the day I have mentioned, 
when I made my firet appearance on board H.M.S. 
"Boreas." I came in for a large share of the regard 
entertained by the ship's company for my parents. My 
father was the first person introduced by Snsan King 
into my presence. 

" Well, he is a mm little yonngster ! " he exclaimed, 
taking me np in his open palms. " He is like Polly — 
that he is !" he added, as he gazed at me affectionately, 
the feelings of a father for the first time welling np in 
his bosom. "Yes, he is a sweet little cherub ! Shouldn't 
wonder but he is like them as lives up aloft there to 
watch over us poor chaps at sea. Ay, that he must 
be. They can't beat him. Lord love ye, Sue, I am 
grateful to you for this here day's work." 

I here interrupted my father's remarks by a loud cry, 
and other infantine operations, on which Sue insisted 
on having me back again to her safe keeping, while 
outside the screen several voices were heard entreating 
my father to bring me out for inspection, a request with 
which Mrs. King had before steadily refusedto comply. 

" I say, Dick, just let's have a look at him. One 
squint. Burton, just to see what sort of a younker he 
may be. Come now, he ain't a chap to be ashamed of, 
I'm sure. There ain't none like him here aboard, I'll 
swear. He (Jon't come up to Quacko anyhow. Come, 
Dick, show us him now, do, there's a good chap." 

These and similar exclamations were sung out by 
various voices in different tones, to which my mother, 
as she lay in her cot, listened not unpleased, till at 
length my father having given her a kiss, and uttered a 
few words of congratulation and thanks to Heaven — 
sailors are not addicted to long prayers — again took me 
in his outstretched palms, and thus brought me forth 
to the admiring gaze of his shipmates. So eager were 
they to see me, that I ran no little risk of being knocked 
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out of mj father's hands, as they were shoving each 
other aside in their endeavonrs to get to the front rank. 
Then one and all wanted to have me to handle for a 
moment ; but to this Susan King, who had followed my 
father fix)m behind the screen, would on no account 
consent. 

" Why, bless you, my lads, you would be wringing the 
little chap's neck off, if you were to attempt to take 
hold of him," said Susan. 

" Oh ! no, don't fear, we will handle him just as if he 
was made of sugar," was the reply. 

" Oh ! you don't know what delicate weak little 
creatures these babies are when they are first bom," 
observed Susan. " Just like jelly-fish, they will not 
stand any rough handling." 

Still, in spite of my kind nurse's remarks, the 
bystanders continued to urge my father to let them 
have me, 

"It is as much as my place is worth, mates," he 
answered at length ; " I would not let him out of my 
hands on no account," 

My new shipmates were therefore compelled to ad- 
mire me at a respectful distance. I believe the remarks 
they made were generally complimentary, only they 
seemed to have arrived at the opinion that I was not 
at that time so fat or so fair as the cherubs they had 
heard of who live up aloft. 

"And now, mates, I will just hand him back to 
Susan, and go and get the doctor to look at me, for 
I begin to feel pretty stiffish with the holes I got made 
in me just now," said my father. 

And I was forthwith reconsigned to the charge of my 
mother and her attendant, while he went to the surgeon 
to get his wounds dressed. They were none of them, 
fortunately, very serious, for the bullet had gone 
through the fleshy part of the arm, aaid t\ia ^-^^ \k3^ 
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missed the bone. The cnt in the cheek, which at first 
appeared the most trifling, giving in the end more tronUe 
and annoyance than either of the other hurts. The ex- 
pedition in which he had been engaged was somewhat 
cnt of the common waj, though when I come to note 
down the nnmerous ones he has described to me, it is 
somewhat difficult not to mix them all up together. 

The £dgate, on board which I thns suddenly found 
myself, formed one of the East India Squadron, of which 
Admiral Peter Rainier was Commander-in-Chief. 

The ^*' Boreas " had a short time before this been de- 
spatched to Macao for the protection of the China trade. 
I speak of course &om hear-say, as what I am about to 
relate occurred just before I came into existence ; in- 
deed, of many other subsequent events which I shall 
venture to describe I cannot be said to have any very 
vivid recollection, although present at the time. The 
frigate was standiag to the eastward, some three or 
four leagues from the coast, when one of the topmen, Pat 
Brady, on the look-out at the mast-head, discovered a 
sail in shore to the northward. Pat was a relation of 
my mother — she was an Irishwoman, and, as Pat never 
failed to assert, a credit to her country. He would at 
all times have been ready to flght any man who ven- 
tured to hold a different opinion. 

Our Captain, Christopher Cobb, was a brave man, 
but somewhat peppery, and very easily put out. 

The wind had previously been light. I^ fell a dead 
calm soon after the stranger had been sighted. Our 
First-Lieutenant, Mr. Schank, who, in spite of having 
a wooden leg, was as active as any man on board, 
having gone alofb himself to take a look at her, came to 
'the opinion that she was a brig of war. From the way 
,in which she increased her distance from the frigate 
! after she was seen, it was very evident that she had 
her sweeps out, and there was every probability of her 
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^' That must not be ! that must not be ! " muttered 
the Captain, as he paced the qnarter-deck, fretting and 
faming under the hot sun of the tropics, '' Mr. Schank, 
we must not let her go." 

" No, sir,' ■ said ihe First*Lientenant, " that would 
never do." ^ 

<< We must take her with the boats if we cannot 
overtake her with the ship," said the Captain, with one 
of his quiet laughs. 

" The very thing I was thinking of, sir," answered 
Mr. Schank, who, I maj observe, presented a great 
contrast to his excellent superior, the one being short 
and rotund, while in figure the Lieutenant was tall and 
gaunt. 

" Then we will have the boats out and see what we 
can do," said the Captain. 

" With all my heart, sir," answered the First-Ideu- 
tenant. " I will, if you please, take the command." 

" Out boats ! " was the order. The object was quickly 
known. In an instant the men who had till then been 
listlessly hanging about the decks in the few shady 
places they could find, for the sun was pretty nigh over- 
head, were instantly aroused into activity. 

In a short time six boats were in the water manned 
and armed. In them went three lieutenants and the 
master, two master's mates, fifty seamen, and twenty 
marines. One of the gigs, the fastest boat, led the 
way, each boat taking the one next to her in tow. As 
they shoved off their shipmates cheered, and heartily 
wished them success. That they were determined to 
obtain, though they well knew that they had a pull 
before them of a good many hours under a burning sun, 
and probably some pretty sharp fighting at the end of 
it. After following her for an hour or more, Mr. Schank 
perceived that they gained nothing on the brig. He 
therefore ordered the boats to cast off fcom. ^»jS[i QK^<3£^ 
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and to make the best of their way, provided no boat 
rowed ahead of the barge nnder his command. It was 
just two o'clock when the expedition left the Mgate. 
My ^Either was in the lannch commanded by a master's 
mate, Mr. Harry Oliver, a slight delicate youth who 
appeared utterly unfit for such work, but he had the 
heart of a lion, and daring unsurpassed by any officer in 
the service. For four long hours the chase continued, 
when at about six in the evening she was still four 
leagues ahead. Mr. Schank now ordered the master to 
proceed in the gig as fast as he could pull, and by 
all means to keep sight of the brig, while in the event 
of darkness coming on he was to hoist a light to show 
her position. It had been arranged that the attack 
was to be made in two lines. The barge, pinnace, and 
gig were to board on^ the starboard quarter ; and the 
other line, consisting of the three other boats, on the 
larboard quarter. For upwards of two hours longer 
the boats pulled on, the gloom of evening gradually 
closing over them. Still they could distinguish the 
dim outline of the brig ahead. The First-Lieutenant 
having got within musket-shot of the chase with Mr. 
Oliver's boat, he directed his men to lay on to their oars 
that they might arm, and allow the stemmost boats to 
come up. Just then the master in the gig rejoined 
them. 

"What is she?" asked Mr. Schank. 

"A French man-of-war brig of sixteen guns," was 
the answer. " She is under all sail with her sweeps 
out, and we shall find it pretty brisk work getting 
on board." The crews had of course been ordered to 
keep silence, or I rather think that they would have 
uttered a hearty shout at this announcement. In a 
few minutes more the stemmost boats got up, and their 
crews also armed and prepared for the attack. They 
were directed to steer one on each side of the brig, and 



BEN BURTON. 9 

to get in nnder the sweeps and close to her sides. In ten 
minutes tliej were within pistol-shot of the enemy, who 
was slipping along through the water, her sweeps being 
xdded by the light wind off the land, at about two knots 
an hour. 

And now the silence which had hitherto been kept 
was broken by the voice of their gallant leader shout- 
ing, " What vessel is that ?" 

There was no answer. Again he asked the same 
question in French. It was very bad French, and per- 
haps was not better understood than the previous ques- 
tion. At all events no reply was made. 

" Then at her, lads ! " cried Mr. Schank, and the 
crews of the boats uttering three hearty cheers, dashed 
up towards the brig's stem. As they got close up, 
however, a tremendous fire of heavy guns and musketry 
was opened on them, the bullets whizzing round them 
and wounding many, though fortunately none of the 
boats were struck by the round shot, while as they got 
up pikes were thrust down at them and pistols fired in 
their faces. The bowmen in the leading boats which 
had got hold of the ship's sides were killed or wounded, 
and the boats dropped astern. Among those hit was 
their brave leader, but undaunted he shouted to his men 
to pull up again. Again as they did so they met with 
the same reception. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

HE Fii^st-iJieiiteiiant was not a man to be 
defeated. Wonnded as lie was, he still re- 
solved to persevere. 

" Never say die, lads ! " he shouted, as 
they were driven back. " Give them a taste of onr 
powder in return !" 

On this, the boats poured a hot fire of musketoons 
and small arms through the brig's stem and quarter- 
ports. It told with tremendous effect, for not a shot 
was now fired upon the boats. 

<' On, on, lads ! -' shouted the First-Lieutenant, and 
before the Frenchmen could recover, the boats were 
hanging on to her quarters, and the crews were climbing 
up on deck. The First-lieutenant, in spite of his 
wooden leg and wopjid, was among the foremost. My 
&ther, thotigh al^O hit, followed dose behind the brave 
young mate — ^Haryy Oliver. Scarcely had they gained 
the brig's deck, however, ere the Frenchmen rallied 
and QppQS0d. tiiem with the most determined bravery. 
The English crew, climbing up one afber the other, 
quickly gained possession of the whole of the after part 
of the brig, not, however, without several being killed 
and wounded, the second lieutenant being among the 
former. He was cut down, after being twice shot 
through the body. For a few minutes a most bloody 
and tremendous conflict ensued. A Frenchman thrust 
his pike through Mr. Oliver's side, and another was 
following it up with his sword, and would certainly 
have put an end to the young officer, had not my 
father, just as he got an ugly prong in his side of the 
Bame description, with one sweep of his cutlass brought 
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ijiQ man, to the deck, never to move again. French 
jorew3 caQ very seldom, if. ever, stand against English 
boarders, The bravest of the enemy were cut down, or 
Jbteg^ Jx) give way. My father, with Mr* Oliver on one 
j3ide.an4 the First-Iaentenant and Master >on the other, 
with the men at their backs, now made a clear path, 
sti^wi^g the decks with the bodies of those who at- 
tempted to oppose them. The reniainder of the enemy 
fled; some leaped down the hatchways, others took 
(Shelter p^ the bowsprit and jib-boom, and. the more 
nimble sp]:ang up the shrouds, where, as my father 
.declared, like so many moiikeys they hung qhattenng 
iQjid asking for quarter. 

" Of coiirse, if they would but have been quiet and 
peaceable, we had no wish to kill them," he used to 
.say, " and glad enough we were when we found our- 
selves in possession of the bi:ig^ just about Ave minutes 
froxa the time we had first stepped on her decks. It 
W^s about the hardest bit of work I. ever was engaged 
in," he always averred. "We lost our Second-Lieu- 
.teiiant, five ^eangkei^ and three marines killed, three 
officers, and twenty-two men woundeid. The Frei^ch- 
.man had a crew of one hundred and sixty men and 
fjboys, o]at of whom there were no less than fpurteen 
killed, and twenty wounded — ^pretty badly, too, for we 
were not apt to iise our cutlasses over gently, you may 
suppose. 

"We had still plenty of work to do, for though 
cowed for the moment, the Frenchmen would not have 
made n^uch ceremony in trying to turn the. tables again 
^p<9i 1^. .We had barely fifty men fit for work, and 
they had still pne hundred azijd twenty: — considerable 
odds against us. 

. "lilCr. Schank^ as soon as he saw that the deck was 
ours, directed one of the officers to hurry down into the 
cabj^ acid secure the private signals, and ordered tsv^^ 
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at the same time, to go with a couple of marines to 
ts^e charge of the magazine, for one never knows what 
desperate fellows may do when they have lost their 
ship, and some mad chap or other might have set fire to 
it, and blown us and themselves up into the air. Such 
things have been done before now. 

" The next thing we did was to carry the wounded 
below. Our own people and the enemy's were treated 
alike. Poor fellows ! how some of them did groan 
when they were lifted up. Next, an order given was to 
heave the dead overboard, *And look out, lads, that 
you don't send any with the breath in their bodies to 
feed the sharks,' said the First-Lieutenant. The caution 
did not come too soon. Two men, one of whom was 
Paddy Brady, were about shoving a big Frenchman 
through a port, when the poor fellow uttered a groan. 

* What is that you say, monsieur ? just speak again. 
Are you alive or dead?' exclaimed Brady. No answer 
was returned, and Paddy began to drag the dead body 
nearer the port. Again a groan, considerably louder 
than the first, was heard. * Arrah, now,' said Paddy, 

* I wish you would just make up your mind whether it 
is overboard you would wish to go, or be carried below. 
Speak, man ; I ax ye again for the last time : are ye 
alive or dead?' 

" The Frenchman, maybe, might not have understood 
exactly what Brady was saying, but he must have had 
a pretty horrible idea that he was about to be sent over- 
board. This time he not only groaned, but uttered 
some words, and endeavoured to drag himself along the 
deck. * Arrah, now, that's like a dacent, sinsible man,* 
observed Pat. 'Anyhow, you deserve to have your 
hurts looked to, and so we will cany him below, Jim.' " 

The truth was that the man had been only slightly 

wounded, and afterwards stunned by a blow. Had he 

jiot come to himself at that moment, his career would 
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imdoTibtedly have been finished. Hands were now sent 
aloft, the studensails hauled down, and the brig brought 
on a wind. The sweeps, which had all this time re- 
mained mn out, were taken in-board, and the boats 
were veered astern. 

- " We now stood in the direction we hoped to find the 
frigate, hoisting two lights at the mast-head, firing guns, 
and burning blue lights to show our position. It was 
an anxious time, however, and we had to keep a very 
watchful eye on the Frenchmen. They evidently were 
hatching mischief, for they must have known as well as 
we did, that the frigate was still a long way off, and 
that if they could overcome us, they might yet get 
away with their brig. She was called the 'Loup' (the 
Wolf), and a wolf she had proved herself among oTKt 
merchantmen. I had been relieved at my station at the 
magazine, when Pat Brady came up to me, * Burton,' 
he said, 'I wish you would just take a look at the 
wounded prisoners. There is^ one of them whom I 
thought dead, and there he is, sitting up and talking 
away as if there was nothing the matter with him. I 
cannot understand his lingo, but, by the way, he moves 
his arms about, I think he means mischief ! " 

** I went below with prady, and there, sure enough, 
was the man he had so nearly thrown overboard, ap- 
parently very little the worse for his hurt, and evidently, 
as it appeared to me, trying to persuade his countrymen 
to do something or other which he had proposed. 
Sentries had been placed over the other prisoners, of 
course, but desperate men might soon have overpowered 
them, especially if the prisoners knew that there would 
be a little diversion in their favour. 

" Hurrying on deck, I reported what we had seen to 
Mr. Schank, who immediately ordered the man to be 
brought on deck, and as his wound was dressed, there 
was no cruelty in that. He grumbled considat^\iV3 \ 
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tlie more so, probably, becanse his plan liad been de- 
feated. 

" We continued every now and then sending np bine 
lights, keeping a very watchful eye all the time on our 
prisoners. At length, far away on onr weather-beam, 
a bright light suddenly burst forth as if out of the dark 
ocean. We tacked and stood towards it. However, 
as the wind was very light, the Third-Lieutenant was 
sent off in the gig, with an account of our success. 
Two hours had still to pass away before we at length 
got up to the frigate, and pretty well pleased we were, 
•^hen the cheer which our shipmates sent forth to con- 
gratulate us on our success reached our ears." Such 
wafi the substance of my father's account, often subse- 
q|rantly told. 

I do not know whether the anxiety which Mrs. 
Burton felt when she saw her husband setting out on 
what she knew must be a dangerous expedition had 
any peculiar effect on her, but certain it is, that while 
my father was slashing away at the Frenchmen, and 
the bullets were flying about his head, I was born into 
the world. 

With regard to the prize, she was carried safely into 
Macao, in the expectation that she would be fitted out 
as a cruiser, and that Mr. Schank would get the com- 
mand of her. Her fate I shall have hereafter to relate. 

I meantime grew apace, and speedily cut out Quacko 
in the estimation of our shipmates. He, however, had 
his friends and supporters; for some months, at all 
events, he afforded them more amusement than I could 
do. They could tease him and play him tricks, which 
my mother and Mrs. King took very good care they 
should not do to me. I had no lack of nurses from the 
first, and highly honoured were those into whose hands 
my mother ventured to commit me. 

Mtb, King had enough to do for some time after the 
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action, in attending both to mj mother and the poor 
fellows who had been wonnded, both English and French, 
the latter receiving as much care from her gentle hands 
as did onr own people. The two chief rivals for the 
honour of looking after me, were my consin, Pat Brady, 
and Toby Eaddle, boatswain's mate. Although many of 
my old shipmates have passed away from my memory, 
Toby Eaddle made an impression which was never 
erased. Nature had not intended him for a topman, 
for though wonderfully muscular, his figure was like a 
tun. His legs were short, and his arms were un- 
usually long. With them tucked akimbo, he could take 
up two of the heaviest men in the ship, and nm along 
the deck with them as lightly as he would have done 
with a couple of young children. He had a generous 
kind heart, could tell a good story, and troll forth a 
ditty with any man ; and as to his bravery, where all 
w^re brave, I need scarcely mention it, except to say 
that I do not think anyone beat him at that. Boat- 
swain's mate though he was, Toby Kiddle had a heart 
as gentle as a lamb's. He scarcely seemed cut out for 
the post, and yet there was a rough crust over it which 
enabled him to do his duty, and when he had to lay on 
with the cat, to shut his eyes, and to hit as hard as he 
was ordered. And yet I always have pitied a kind- 
hearted boatswain's mate, though he is not after all 
worse off than the captain and officers, who have to 
stand by and see men punished. However, I will not 
say anything about that matter just now. Time went 
on, and I grew bigger, and began to chew beef and 
bacon with the rest of the ship's company, becoming 
more and more independent of my mother in every way. 
Yet I loved her, as such a mother deserved to be loved. 
As I grew bigger I made more and more friends. The 
Capta^ himself very frequently took notice of me, and 
patted my head, which was beginning to get curia tt^*^ 
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it, and often gave me cakes and other Chinese manu- 
factnred delicacies which he had got from the shore. 
Captain Cobb was a short man, and since he came out 
to China, had grown very ronnd and stout. His face, 
as a boy, had been probably pink and white, but it had 
now been burnt into a deep red copper colour. His 
eyes, which were small, were bloodshot, with a ferrety 
expression, and altogether, his outward man was not 
attractive. His uniforms, which had hung loosely on 
him when he left home, had been, by the skill of the 
tailor, let out and out to meet the demands of his 
increasing corpulency; but no art or skill could do 
more for them, and as he was unwilling to procure 
others till those were worn out, he looked, when walking 
the quarterdeck, very much as if he had on a straight 
waistcoat. 

Captain Cobb was not disregardful of his creature 
comforts, and in order to supply himself with milk for 
breakfast and tea, he had shipped on board, some time 
back, a she-goat, which fully answered his wishes. 
Seamen will make pets of everything — ^monkeys, babies, 
lions, pigs, bears, dogs, and cats. The goat had become 
a favourite, for she was a handsome creature, and very 
tame, but it was chiefly in connection with Quacko, who 
was soon taught to ride upon her. Quacko was cer- 
tainly very well aware that he must never venture upon 
the quarterdeck, and before, therefore, he reached the 
sacred precincts on his daily rides, he always managed 
to wheel the goat about and retrace his steps forward. 
Quacko was a wonderfully sagacious monkey, and held 
his position in the good opinion of the crew in spite of my 
rival claims. Had I been thrown entirely upon their 
mercy as Quacko was, I might have completely cut him 
out ; but having my mother and Mrs. King, with two 
or three select friends to look after me, the remainder 
very naturally felt that they had not so much interest in 
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the matter. On one occasion, when I was about three 
years old, the iErigate was caught in a typhoon. I was 
safe- below in mj poor mother's arms, but Quacko re- 
l mained on deck to see what was going forward. No- 
body was thinking of him. The seamen, indeed, had 
to hold on with might and main to secure their own 
lives. Some preparation had been made, and fortunately 
it was 90, for all the sails still set were blown out of 
the bolt ropes. The frigate was hove on her beam ends. 
Where Quacko had come from nobody knew, when on 
a sudden he was seen hanging to the slack end of a 
rope. In vain one of the topmen made an attempt to 
grasp him. The rope swung away far over the^ foaming 
sea. He swung back, but it was to strike the side ap- 
parently, for the next instant the rope returned on board 
and no Quacko hanging to it. The ship righted without 
having suffered much damage; indeed, the loss of Quacko 
was our greatest misfortune. 

After the sad event just mentioned, Quacko's friends 
made various attempts to appropriate me ; indeed, Mrs. 
£jng and Toby Saddle had, in order to console them 
for their loss,. to give me up to them occasionally. 

" Here, Toby, let's have the little chap and learn him 
to ride," said Tom Trimmers, one of the topmen. 
" Why, Nanny will be forgetting how to carry a human 
being as she has been accustomed to do, and you will 
soon see what a capital horseman he will make, won't 
you, Ben?" 

" Ay, ay," I answered, for though I could not say 
much I could say that, and so Nanny was brought 
forth, and I was placed on her back. Toby, hpwever, 
remarking, that though some day I should have more 
sense than the defunct Quacko ever had, yet at present, 
as I had no experience in riding, he must decline allow- 
ing me to mount unless he held me up. " It will be time 
when the little chap has had some practice to let him go 

C 
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along by himself," he observed, looking round at onr 
shipmates. "Now, yon don't know what wonld become 
of him, for Nanny is more than likely to trot off on the 
quarter-deck and make herself disagreeable there, and 
may be pitch Master Benjy down the main hatchway. 
No, no, I will stand by and hold him on till he is a bit 
older." 

This resolution was certainly very prudent, but I very 
soon began to complain of it, and to assert, by signs 
rather than by words, that I was well able to take care 
of myself, and steer the goat as Quacko had done. 

"And where is Quacko, Master Ben?" asked Toby, 
who understood me better than any one else. " He 
thought he could take care of himseliT, but he could not 
do so, you see, nor can any of us, and that's my opinion. 
If there was not one better able to take care of us than 
we are of ourselves, we poor sea-going chaps would be 
in a bad way." 

In spite, however, of Toby Saddle, my other friends 
managed occasionally to let me have my own way ; and 
with great pride they looked on while I, with the end 
of a mop stick in my hand, went galloping about the 
deck, belabouring the goat's hinder quarters, very much 
afber the fashion of an Irishman riding a donkey at a 
race. The Sergeant of Marines, Julian Killock was his 
name, on seeing the use I made of my weapon, took it 
into his head to teach me the broadsword exercise, which 
I very soon learnt. The Jollies now began to contem- 
plate appropriating me to themselves, and thus, as it 
may be supposed, made the Blue-jackets somewhat 
jealous. 

" No, no, Tom Sawyer," I remember hearing one of 
the latter observe, "you shall not have little Ben to 
turn into a horse-marine on no account. He is our'n 
and cut out for a blue-jacket, and a blue-jacket he will 
be till the end of his days." 
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Still the Jollies were in no way disposed to give np 
their share of me, to which they considered they had a 
right. I was very nearly the cause of a serious dispute 
between the two Services. A compromise was at length 
entered into by the suggestion of my father, who agreed 
that the Jollies might teach me the sword and platoon 
exercise, while the blue-jackets might impart as much 
nautical knowledge as I was capable of taking in. 

But I was speaking of the goat. I was especially 
fond of mounting Nanny's back, though she must have 
found me considerably heavier than Quacko. However, 
as I never played her any tricks, which he constantly 
had done, she had no objection to carry me. I conse- 
quently took my daily ride round and round the deck, 
sweeping close round the mainmast and forward again. 

It is not surprising that people should lose their 
temper under such a climate as our ship's company was 
doomed for so many years to endure. One afternoon, 
just as the men had finished dinner, it being a dead 
calm, the ocean like a sheet of molten lead, smooth as a 
mirror, the sun's rays striking down with tremendous 
force on our decks, making the pitch hiss and bubble, 
while one of the midshipmen was frizzling a piece of 
beef on a metal plate, that he might declare when he 
got home, without injuring his conscience, that it was 
usual to cook dinners by the heat of the sun out in 
China, and the men lay about gasping for breath, I was 
brought up by Pat Brady, that, as he said, I might 
eiy oy a breath of air, only there happened to be none at 
the moment, and while I, the least important person- 
age on board thus made my appearance on the upper 
regions of our ocean world, so did the most important, 
the Captain, come up to look about him, and whistle for 
a breeze. It did not come however, although the Cap- 
tain kept whistling and whistling away till his cheeks 
must have ached. I^anny had been let out of her "^^tl 
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to didcnss the remains of an old straw hat, the other 
part of which had been given her for her snpper the 
previous evening, when it came into Pat Brady's head 
to place me on her back ; I, nothing loth, snng ont for 
my broadsword, with which I began forthwith to whack 
the hinder quarters of my long-homed steed. Off she 
set, bnt instead of wheeling round the mainmast, on 
she galloped along the forbidden district of the quarter- 
deck. The Captain just at that moment, with a stamp 
of his foot, vexed at his not getting the wished-for 
wind, turned round, when Nanny and I, at a forious 
speed, dashed bolt against him ; and the goat, catching 
1dm between the legs by the impetus she had obtained, 
sent him sprawling on iJie deck, and her horns catching 
in his coat-tails, he and she and I all went rolling over 
together. There we lay, the Captain spluttering and 
swearing incontinently, though scarcely able in his rage 
to utter a* word clearly, the goat tugging away to get 
again on her legs, I all the time shrieking out lustily 
for help. The officers, who had been pacing the other 
side of the deck, could scarcely for laughter come to 
their chiefs assistance, npr could he, from the struggles 
of the goat, get again on his legs, for each time he made 
the attempt the terrified animal in her efforts to escape 
his fury once more pulled him down. I, however, had 
managed to roll out of the way, while my cries, which 
did not cease, although I was clear of danger, caught 
the ears of Toby Kiddle, who was coming along the 
main-deck. He sprang up the main hatchway ladder, 
and rushing up seized me in his arms. Just then the 
purser and surgeon managed to raise up the Captain ; 
not, however, till Nanny had almost torn off his coat- 
tails, and finding herself released was scampering back 
to the forepart of the ship. The Captain's whole &ame 
seemed bursting with indignation and rage. Just then 
his eje fell on Toby Kiddle and me in his arms. 
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"Who did it? Who did it?" he exclaimed, "Who 
set them on ? You did, sirrah — you did. Tou shall 
have three dozen for your fun ! " 

" Please, sir, it was not me," answered Toby, "and it 
could not have been the poor innocent child. It was 
the goat, sir. What put it into her head to do it, is 
more than I can tell." 

" Hang the goat ! " exclaimed the Captain, who by 
this time had begun to feel that his anger was not very 
dignified, and turning round he went below to hide his 
annoyance, as well as to put on another coat, instead of 
the nankeen garment which Nanny had destroyed. 

"Ay, ay, sir," answered Kiddle, as he turned for- 
ward. " I will take care the goat never plays such a 
trick again." 

As Toby had always objected to my riding the goat, 
he now came triumphantly forward among those who 
had placed me on her back, telling them the orders he 
had received firom the Captain. 

But the skipper will lose his milk if you hang his 
goat," observed one of them. 

*^ Arrah, now I suppose he is thinking it is time to 
wean himself," observed Paddy Brady, who had been 
the chief cause of the accident. 

" At all events, his orders must be obeyed," observed 
Saddle, " and so, mates, as it was an evident case of 
mutiny we will run her up to the yard-arm at sunset. 
To my mind, if the goat was got rid of we should have 
a quieter ship than we have now." 

Fortunately the preparations which the men were 
making for hanging the goat were observed, and 
reported to the Cap&in. 

"Really, I do believe I did say so," he answered to 
the tHrst-Lieutenant. "Just go and tell Kiddle and 
ihe rest, that in consideration of her general good con- 
duct I purpose reprieving her. That will settLe ^^ 
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matter and show my leniencj and consideration in 
favourable colours." 

Thus our worthy Captain was in the habit of arrang- 
ing even more weighty matters, by which mode of 
proceeding, in spite of his eccentricities, he warmly 
attached the ship's company to him. 




CHAPTER III. 

JME passed by, as it does in youth as well as 
iji old age. The ship's company were looking 
forward to being relieved, for the frigate had 
already been the best part of five years on the 
station. I was learning to knot and splice and could 
already perform a hornpipe, if not with much grsxie, at 
all events with an exhibition of considerable elastic 
power, and greatly to the admiration of Toby Kiddle, 
Pat Brady and my other friends, as well as my father 
and mother and Mrs. King. They would get round 
applauding me greatly, as I sprang up and down, 
shuffled round and round and snapped my fingers, 
kicking out my legs in every direction. Sometimes the 
officers would come forward to have a look at me, and 
on several occasions I was invited aft to exhibit before 
the Captain. 

Several changes had taken place on board. One of 
the lieutenants having invalided home, while another 
had died, their places being filled by others whom 
I shall shortly have to describe. The brig we had 
captured was ultimately bought into the service, and 
she was about to be commissioned. She was fitting 
out at Macao, and it was understood that Mr. Schank 
would take the command of her. He had long been 
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expecting promotion, though freqnentlj disappointed, 
and he now made snre that he should ob ain it. He 
might also hope, in so fine a vessel, to make a fair 
amount of prize monej. He required it much, for he 
had an old mother and several maiden sisters at home 
to support, besides two or three younger brothers to 
educate and send out in the world. This was generally 
known among his brother officers, and although the 
cut of his uniforms was somewhat antiquated and his 
best coat was tolerably threadbare, even the most 
thoughtless never ventured to quiz him. Every six- 
pence he could save went to the cottage in Lincolnshire. 
There his father had been the incumbent of a living of 
under a hundred and fifty pounds a year, on which he 
had to brin(* ^.p his family and pay certain college 
debts, which had hung like a millstone round his neck 
aU his life. I mention these things, now, although of 
course I did not hear them till many years afterwards. 
Mr. Schank was still doing duty on board the frigate 
expecting to be superseded, that he might commence 
refitting the brig. It had just become dark. She was 
lying some distance inside of us. Happily for them- 
selves, sevei'al of the crew in charge had come on board 
the frigate. Suddenly a tremendous explosion was 
heard. Bright flames burst forth from the spot where 
the brig lay, and a huge pyramid of fire was seen to 
rush upward towards the sky, where it burst into a 
thousand fragments, which scattering far and wide, 
came hissing back into the mirror-like ocean, reflecting, 
ere they reached it, a thousand bright lights on its 
tranquil bosom. 

" What is that about ? " exclaimed Captain Cjbb, 
coming on deck. 

" The brig has blown up, sir," was the answer. 

"And so then are all my hopes!" exclaimed Mr. 
Schank, who had followed him on deck. " Lower the 
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boats though, and we will try and pick np any poor 
fellows who may have escaped.'' 

Mr. Schank leaped into the first boat which reached 
the water, and in his eagerness to save his fellow crea- 
tures, instantly forgot his own bitter disappointment. 
Three men only were picked up alive, floating on frag- 
ments of the wreck. It sank almost directly the boats 
goi up to the spot. What had caused the catastrophe 
no one could tell, but the brig certainly must have had 
a larger amount of gunpowder on board her than was 
supposed. Mr. Schank therefore, as before, continued 
to act as our first-lieutenant. Once or twice we re- 
turned to the Hoogley to refit, and on one occasion we 
were sent round to Madras and Bombay on special 
service. We were running down the Goromandel coast; 
the wind fell, and we lay, rolling our lower yard-arms 
under in a long heavy swell, which came moving on- 
wards in giant undulations towards the coast. We had to 
get rolling tackles set up, for sometimes it seemed as if 
the frigate would shake the very masts out of her. The 
Captain was on deck whistling away as was his wont. 
I do not know whether he expected his whistling to 
produce a breeze, but certainly I observed that he never 
failed to whistle when there was a calm. 

He was thus employed when Mr. Schank, who had 
previously been on deck for some hours, and had gone 
below to Test, once more made his appearance. He cast 
a look round, and pointed out a dark spot in the horizon. 
The order was immediately given to furl sails and strike 
top-gallant masts. The royal-masts had previously 
been sent down. It was a time when a careless hold 
was likely to cause the stoutest seaman a leap into 
eternity. Scarcely was the ship made snug when down 
came the blast upon her. The sky grew of a leaden 
hue, and the long swell was broken up into a thousand 
tosBing seas, foaming and leaping, and crossing each 
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other in a way trying even to a frigate, and fearfnlly 
dangerous to any smaller craft. We, having been pre- 
pared in good time, ran on before the wind, having, 
hdwever, as it shifted, which it did suddenly seveial 
points at a time, to change our course. The gale was 
a riolent one, and did, I believe, send more than one ill- 
found ship to the bottom, but it was fortunately short 
in its duration, and by daylight had greatly decreased. 
Pat Brady, who had as sharp a pair of eyes as any one 
on board, being on the look out, discovered an object 
floatuig far away on the lee-bow. Whether it was a 
rock or a vessel on her beam ends it was difficult to say. 
The ship was however kept away towards it, and the 
master being consulted, declared that no rock was to be 
found thereabouts. As we approached nearer, there 
was no doubt that the object seen was a vessel and 
probably capsized in the late hurricane. The sea was 
still running very high, and washing over the greater 
portion of it, almost hiding it &om view. Still the 
aner-part was higher out of the wafer than the rest, 
and it was possible that some human beings might still 
be clinging to it. As we approached, the fiigate was 
brought on a wind and hove to, but lowering a boat 
was still an operation of danger. All glasses were 
turned towards the wreck. 

" I cannot help thinking there may be somebody on 
board," exclaimed Mr. Harry Oliver, the mate I have' 
spoken of. " K you will let me go, sir, I will board 
her," h6 added, turning to the Captain. 

"As you like, Oliver," said Captain Cobb. "You 
know the risk ; you can take a boat, but only volunteers 
must accompany you." 

Mr. Oliver smiled. He knew well there would be no 
lack of them. Pat Brady was the first to spring for- 
ward, and Bill King and my father both volunteered to 
go likewise. The crew was soon formed, and the boat 
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safely reached the water. Awaj she went. No small 
skill was required to keep her afloat. Mj mother and 
Mrs. King were looking on, and I have no doubt offer- 
ing np prayers for the safety of their hnsbands. At 
length the boat got round to the lee side of the wreck. 
A cloth or shawl of some sort was seen to be fluttering 
from under the weather bulwarks. 

The boat drew nearer. " There is somebody there, 
to a certainty," exclaimed Mr. Oliver. " We may get 
np under her quarter, and an active man may then leap 
on board." 

My father volunteered. The boat approached. Taking 
a line in his hand, he sprang on to the deck, half of 
which was under water. Supporting himself by the 
stump of the after-mast, and then catching hold of a 
portion of the weather-rigging, he hauled himself to 
the upper part of the wreck, where, secured to a 
stanchion, was what looked like a bundle of rags, out 
of the midst of which appeared a brown face, while his 
ear, at the same time, amidst the roaring of the sea 
caught the sound of an infant's cry, to which, sin?e I 
came into the world, his ears had been pretty well 
accustomed. Although Mr. Oliver and the men in the 
boat gave him notice at that instant that the wreck 
was sinking, that cry had aroused all the father's feel- 
ings in his bosom. He sprang forward, and as a seaman 

' only could have done, cut away the lashings which 
secured a dark female, in whose grasp he then dis- 
covered a fair young infant. Seizing the woman and 
chUd in his arms, as the bow of the vessel was already 
sinking, he gave one spring aft, and struggled out of 
the vortex of the sinking vessel. 

" Haul away ! " he cried out, while he held the rope 
with one hand and kept his charges afloat with the 
other. A strong man alone could have saved them, 

and even a strong one, unless a truly brave fellow, 
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wonld not have made the attempt. In a few seconds 
they were lifted safely into the boat. The infant 
breathed freely, and seemed not to have got any harm, 
but the poor black woman snfiered greatly, and this 
further immersion had contributed still more to exhaust 
her. Tet she was perfectly conscious of what had 
occurred. Her lips moved, and a smile lighted up her 
countenance when she saw the infant lifted carefully in 
my father's arms. Unfortunately, there was no food in 
the boat, but just as Mr. Oliver was stepping in, the 
surgeon had put a small brandy-flask in his pocket. 
This he produced, and attempted to pour a few drops 
down the throat of the poor woman, but the instant she 
tasted it, she spat it forth as if it was poison, and 
showed signs of the evident disgust she felt at its being 
put into her qiouth. All that those in the boat could 
do, therefore, was to make the best of their way back 
again to the firigate. There was not a sign of another 
human being on the wreck. As there were no boats, 
it was possible that the crew might have attempted to 
make their escape in them, but then surely they would 
not have left the woman and child behind. When the 
wreck went down, scarcely anything floated up by 
which any information could be gained as to what she 
was. From her appearance, Mr. Oliver supposed that 
she was a snow, possibly belonging to one of the neigh- 
bouring ports. The black woman, from her dress and 
appearance, was at once known to be a native nurse, — 
a class noted for their fidelity to those to whom they 
become attached. Not without great difficulty and 
danger, the boat at length reached the frigate's side, 
when a cradle was sent down into which the nurse was 
placed and hoisted on board, my father following with 
the infant. I rather think it created far more sensation 
than I did when I came on board. In the first place it 
made its appearance in a more public manner, and the 
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oaptam and officers crowded ronnd to look at it and the 
poor nurse. 

** Wonder whether it's a boy or a girl," said Toby 
Eliddle, who was amongst the foremost crowding round. 
*' If it's a boy the yonnker will make a fine playmate 
for onr Benjie. Let's have a sqnint at it, Dick. .He 
won't cut our little chap out, any how, but we'll let the 
Jollies have him in keeping, and let them see what they 
can make on him. He'll help, at all events, to keep 
peace and quiet between us and them." 

From the delicate features of the child, the officers 
seemed to think, however, that Toby's hopes would be 
disappointed, and the small stranger being forthwith 
committed to the charge of my mother, she soon settled 
the question by pronouncing her to be a remarkably 
fine healthy little girl, the cMLd of Europeans, and &om 
her dress, and the handsome coral ring and gold chain 
round her neck, of people of some wealth and quaUty. 

The nurse was carried down into the surgeon's cabin, 
where Mrs. King came instantly to assist him in taking 
care of her. The poor creature had fainted almost 
immediately on being brought on deck, when, at length, 
restoratives being applied, she opened her eyes, she 
gave a look round expressive of grief and alarm, utter- 
ing several words in an unknown tongue. 

" It is the child she is asking for, sir," observed Mrs. 
King. " Of course, that would be the first thing in her 
mind." 

That Mrs. King was right was proved when the child 
was brought to her. Several times she pressed it to 
her bosom, but she had no nourishment to afford it. 
Then giving one convulsive gasp, before the surgeon 
could pour the restorative he had ready into her mouth, 
she sank back and expired. There was nothing about 
the woman to show who she was, or whence she had 
come. Her dress, as I have said, was that of an ayah 
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or native nurse, such as all Enropeans employ to takd 
care of their children. Conjectnre was rife as to who 
the little stranger was. What the Captain and officers 
thought abont the matter I do not know. Forward, 
however, the general opinion ran in favour of her being 
of exalted birth. 

*< She is a little ladj, no doubt about that," remarked 
Toby EaddLe, as he scrutinized her delicate features and 
the fineness of her clothing, and the " Little Lady " she 
was ever afterwards called. 

But to whose charge she should fall was the next 
question. The Captain had a wife ashore, but he 
seemed to think that she would not be particularly well 
pleased should he present her with an infant to look 
after. It would be something like reversing the order 
of things, and it might be difficult to persuade her that 
he was entirely ignorant of the child's parentage. 

** Tou had better have her. Gunning," he said to the 
Mrst-Lieutenant of Marines, "you have eight or nine 
already, have you not ? and surely another can make no 
odds, and your wife will be delighted, I'm sure. Mrs. 
Cobb would not mind standing godmother, I dare say, 
supposing the little damsel is not christened, and to 
make sure, it will be just as well to have that done 
when we get home. I suppose they can go to heaven 
without it, but it is a matter I am not very clear about, 
and it is as well to be on the right side, do you see." 

These remarks of the Captain enabled Mr. Gunning 
to think over the matter. He had only joined us a few 
months, and he had some idea that on his return he 
should find a further increase to his large family. 
Though he was a kind-hearted man, and really would 
have been glad to look after the little stranger, yet he 
did not consider himself justified in undertaking further 
responsibilities, in addition to those already upon his 
shoulders. Still, who could take care of the Kttle girl P 
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The junior lieutenants were all young men, not at all 
fitted for the office. The snrgeon was not exactly the 
person to whom a female infant could be committed. 
The master was a good seaman, but a somewhat rough 
hand, and he and his wife were known to live a cat and 
dog life when he was ashore: whereby the service 
benefited, as he always took care, for the sake of peace, 
to keep afloat. Then there was the purser. Her life 
was not likely to prove a happy one should he assume 
her guardianship, for as his great and sole pleasure in 
life seemed to be the laborious occupation of skinning 
flints, it was not likely that he would afford her a liberal 
education or a liberal maintenance. He was therefore 
put out of the question. The only persons, therefore, 
who appeared at all eligible among the ofl&cers were the 
Captain, the First-Lieutenant, and the Lieutenant of 
Marines. Mr. Schank, when the matter was suggested 
to him, thoTlght a good deal about it. '* Perhaps his 
old mother would like to look after the little girl, he 
was sure she would, and so would his sisters, and very 
fit people they were in many respects, barring the 
expense she would be to them." 

"What say you, Schank? Suppose I help you in 
that matter. I am in duty bound to do so, and so you 
will excuse my making the offer," said the Captain, his 
more generous feelings excited, as he thought of the 
forlorn condition of the little creature. 

Lieutenant Schank thanked him, and promised if his 
mother would accept the charge not to decline his pro- 
posal. In the meantime the Little Lady was consigned 
to my mother's charge. Next to me and my father, the 
kind woman soon learned to love her more than any- 
thing on earth ; in fact i^c felt for her as for a 
daughter. The little 'creature from the first clung to 
her, and from the way she looked into her eyes, I really 
believe thought she was her own mother. At first she 
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wonld not let Susan King even touch her, and shrieked 
out with fear. Poor Susan's tender heart was some- 
what grieved at this. Her outward appearance and 
hoarse voice was indeed calculated to frighten a discern- 
ing child. However, in time, the Little Ladj became 
reconciled to her, though she still always showed a 
strong preference to my mother. 




CHAPTER IV. 

WEED scarcely say that I now, at all events, 
had a more powerful rival on board than had 
existed since Quacko was consigned to a 
watery grave. As may be supposed, the 
goat, during a long sea voyage, where the food was 
scarce, gave but a small quantity of milk, only sufficient 
indeed for the Captain and any guest he might have at 
breakfast or tea. I do not believe that he would have 
sacrificed it for the sake of anyone else, but directly 
the child was brought on board, he issued an order that 
the whole of the milk should be reserved for her use. 
There was something strange about this, for immediately, 
the goat gave twice the quantity that had for some time 
appeared on the Captain's table. It was, to be sure, 
whispered that some of the young gentlemen were fond 
of milk for their tea, and &om that time forward, not a 
drop was ever seen in their berth. Before that time, 
one or two of them used to boast that they had the art 
of manufacturing milk out of pipeclay, whereby they 
accounted for the rare fluid which occasionally appeared 
on the mess-table. 

I remember clearly the funeral of the poor nurse. 
As the Captain and the First-Lieutenant had considered 
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it important that her clothes should be preserved, in the 
hopes of assisting in discovering to whom the Little 
Lady belonged, Mrs. King had dressed the body in one 
of her old petticoats. It was then sewn np in a piece 
of canvas, with a shot at the feetj and placed on a grating 
near an open port. The Captain who had somewhat 
obfuscated theological views, could not decide whether 
he was bound to read the funeral service over the poor 
woman. 

" Supposing she is a heathen, and I never heard of 
th^se black people being Christians, I shouldn't think 
it was much in their way, eh, Schank ? Would it not 
be something like sacrilege, to bury her in a Christian 
fashion ? " he asked of the First-Lieutenant. 

"As to that," observed Mr. Schank, " I suspeot we 
are apt to perform the ceremony over a good many who 
have no more claim to be considered true Christians 
than she possibly had." 

"Well, I suppose it can't do much harm, eh, 
Schank P" observed the Captain, affcer a moment's re- 
flection, and the Little Lady's nurse was buried according 
to the notion of the crew, in a decent Christiaki manner ; 
they piously believing, that howevOT she might have 
lived, she would now, at all events, have a fair chance 
of getting a safe passage to Heaven. We were^ during 
this time, standing to the southward, and having rounded 
the south of Ceylon, we touched at Point De Galle, and 
afterwards at Columbo, proceeding on to Bombay. 
Greatly to the disappointment of the ship's company, 
the " Boreas " was here found to be in such good con- 
dition, that instead of going home, she was ordered 
back to the China Seas. Passing through the Straits 
of Malacca, we returned to Macao. 

We were here joined by another firiigate, the " Zephyr," 
of thirty-six guns. Captain Peter Masterman, her com- 
mander, presented a great contrast to Captain Cobb. 
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The former was a remarkably fine, handsome man, with 
dignified manners, and calm temper. We received 
orders soon afterwards to proceed to the Philippine 
Islands, there to reconnoitre the Spanish force supposed 
to be collected near their chief town of Manilla, and if 
possible, to cut out from under the batteries, which 
guard the harbour, certain richly laden ships which it 
was understood had there taken shelter. We were also 
to attack all their armed dependencies, and to give 
them as much annoyance as possible as we cruised up 
the Archipelago. 

As soon as we were clear of the land, the crews of 
the two frigates were employed in making them look as 
much like French frigates as possible, both as to rigging 
and hulls. The Philippines belonging to Spain, consist 
of a number of islands, the largest of which is Luzon, 
and is divided into two parts joined by an isthmus, about 
ten miles wide. The capital, Manilla, where the che- 
roots are made, is situated on a bay of that name. It 
is a large place, consisting of several suburbs or towns 
surrounding the city proper, which is built on the banks 
of the river Pasig, South of Manilla is the fortress of 
Cavite, situated at the extremity of a tongue of land 
about two miles long. It protects the entrance to the 
only harbour in the bay of Manilla. The arsenal is 
wiiJiia the fortress, and a number of vessels are built 
there. It was under the guns of this fortress that we 
expected to find our prizes, and in spite of its formidable 
appearance, to cut them out. As we were running down 
the coast of Luzon, the large island I have spoken of, 
we captured a trader of considerable size belonging to 
the island, but as she was bound northward, Captain 
Masterman generously declined detaining her after we 
had taken out of her all the cash to be found on board, 
amounting to about six thousand dollars. It was some- 
what amusing to see the grateful way in which the 

D 
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Spanish skipper thanked the Englishmen for having so 
mercifullj robbed him, so I have heard my father say. 
It might have been supposed that they had done him the 
greatest possible favour, instead of having mulcted him 
of a pretty considerable sum. He also, to show his grati- 
tude, told us that the squadron in the harbour of Cavite 
consisted of four sail of the line, and four frigates, but 
that only one ship of each class was at all in a state to 
put to sea. Our Captain considered that two English 
frigates were fally able to cope with a Spanish line-of- 
battle ship and one frigate, hoping to draw them off 
the land if they could be persuaded to come out of 
harbour, and to capture them in detail. At all events, 
the news increased the good spirits of the ship's com- 
pany, and all on board anticipated some rich prizes. 

The next day we came up with several other vessels 
which were treated in the same liberal manner, although 
those which were sailing south were allowed to pass 
unmolested, lest it might have been suspected that we 
did not belong to the friendly nation which we pretended. 

Thus we proceeded on till soon after sunset we 
approached the Bay of Manilla, with the French flag 
flying at our peaks, and to Spanish eyes, looking, I 
doubt not, like two Frenchmen. We had to pass close 
to a small island on which a signal-house stands, and it 
now became doubtful whether we should be detected. 
However, the Spaniards appeared not to suspect us, and 
we stood on till we came to an anchor in about fourteen 
fathoms at the entrance of the bay ; both the frigates^ 
however, keeping their topsails at the mast-head, to be 
ready for a sudden start. 

The night was very calm ; and sounds froti a great 
distance could reach us across the water. There was 
no chance therefore of our being surprised, should the 
enemy have discovered our real character. It became, 
however, hopeless for us to attempt cutting out any of 



BEN BURTON. 35 

the vessels, as we shonld not have had sufficient wind 
to carry them off, even when we had taken possession. 
We however kept a very bright look-out, and the men 
were in good spirits at the thoughts of the work they 
anticipated the next day. 

Before morning dawned, we and our consort got under 
weigh, and with French colours flying, slowly worked 
up the bay, which being broad and free from dangers, 
we were enabled to do. Soon after sunrise, three sail 
were seen to leeward, also apparently bound up the bay. 
They were soon made out to be gunboats, and the 
Captains congratulated themselves on the prospect of 
quickly capturing them without difficulty. I should 
have before introduced a personage who, for a time, 
belonged to the ship — Mr. Noalles — our pilot. He was 
supposed to be a Jersey man, as he spoke French per- 
fectly, and also Spanish, and several other languages. 
He had been in the China seas for a considerable number 
of years, though he was still a young man. He had 
dark, strongly-marked features, somewhat perhaps of a 
Jewish cast, with large black whiskers, and was power- 
fully built. He was greatly respected on board, as he 
was known to be a good seaman and a determined 
character, )but my father used to say there was some- 
thing about him he could not exactly make out. He 
messed with the officers, for he was perfectly the gentle- 
man, and possessed of a large amount of information, 
especially respecting that part of the world. I rather 
think that it was he who suggested the plan of operations 
we were now carrying out. Captain Cobb himself, having 
once spent some time in France as a prisoner, spoke 
French sufficiently well to deceive a Spaniard at all 
events, though I suspect a Frenchman would soon have 
detected him. Several of our men also had been in 
French prisons, or had lived among Frenchmen, and if 
they could not speak the language grammatically, they 
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conld at all events imitate tlie soxuids of a party of 
Frenchraen talking together. The uniform of the 
oflGlcers did not differ much from those of the French, 
while such alterations as were necessary were speedily 
made. It was a great sonrce of amusement to the men 
to see the oflGlcers who were about to act in the proposed 
drama going through their parts, Captain Cobb flourish- 
ing his hat with the air of a Frenchman, and uttering 
the expressions with which he proposed to greet his 
visitors. 

" I wonder whether we shall bamboozel the Dons," 
observed Toby Kiddle, who, holding me in his arms, 
formed one of a group of seamen collected on the fore- 
castle. 

" No fear of that, Toby," observed Pat Brady. " If 
they once think we are Frenchmen, they are such con- 
ceited fellows, that they will never find out that they 
are wrong." 

Onward we stood, till soon after breakfast we opened 
the ships in Cavite Road. The glasses of all the ofl&cers 
were pointed in that direction, when they made out 
three sail of the line and three frigates — tolerable odds 
against us, it might be supposed ; but they could not do 
us any harm then, because four of them were without 
masts, and the other two had only their lower masts in, 
and no yards across. We, therefore, if we could get 
possession of the gunboats, should be at liberty to 
commit any mischief we chose along the coast. Three 
gunboats, at all events, were likely soon to give us an 
opportunity of having something to say to them. The 
wind was so light that we made but little way, and thus 
about two hours afterwards we lay about three miles 
from Cavite, and the same distance from the city of 
Manilla. At length, when nearly becalmed, a guard 
boat was seen coming off to us from Cavite, and as she 
approached, we made out that she pulled twelve oars, 
and had several officers and men besides on board. 
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" 1^0 w, Mr. I^oalles," said Captain Cobb to the pilot, 
" do your best to induce these gentlemen to come on 
board. It will not do to let them examine the ship, 
and then go back and express their suspicions, if they 
have any." 

As the boat came alongside, Mr. Noalles, in excellent 
Spanish, politely invited the oflGlcers and men on board. 
The chief officer introduced himself as the second 
captain of one of the frigates at anchor in Cavite, and 
inqnired who we were, and whence we came. Our pilot 
in return replied that the " Boreas" and her consort were 
two frigates belonging to the French squadron in those 
seas, that we had been cruising for sometime along the 
coast of China where our crews had naturally become 
sickly, and that we had come to Manilla for refreshment ; 
as also, should the Spanish Admiral be pleased to accept 
our services, to form a junction with his squadron ; Mr. 
Noalles also said he was desired to express a hope that 
the Spanish ships would accompany us to sea. Mean- 
time, the seamen who had been stationed near, began 
jabbering French, as they had been directed to do, 
throwing the Spaniards completely off their guard. The 
Spanish captain, in reply to what had been said, stated 
that the Governor had directed him to acquaint the 
French that their wants should be immediately supplied, 
" but," he added, " it is with great sorrow that we can- 
not accompany you to sea, because the truth is, none of 
our ships can by any possibility be got ready in less 
than two months, as our crews are sickly; and, to 
confess the truth, we are in want of every species of 
stores." 

The boat meantime was secured alongside, and while 
the captain and officers accompanying him, were in- 
vited into the cabin, the seamen were conducted below. 
Captain Cobb acted his part very well, and probably he 
was just as well dressed as many of the Republican 
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naval officers of those days, who were in the habit of 
assuming a somewhat rough exterior and rougher man- 
ners. Refreshments were immediately ordered, and our 
consort having by this time got a considerable way up 
the bay, Captain Masterman, who had seen the boat 
come off, arrived on board. Captain Cobb immediately 
introduced him as the French Commodore, giving the 
name of an officer who it afterwards turned out was at 
that time dead. Of this fact, however, the Spanish 
captain was fortunately not aware, or the ruse would 
have been discovered. 

Captain Masterman was able to speak a little Spa- 
nish. Refreshments being ordered, the officers were soon 
engaged in pleasant, and not altogether uninstructive 
conversation at the table. Our Captain, in return, gave 
the Spaniards a large amount of information, not likely 
it may be supposed, to benefit them very much. A 
great friend of mine, Charlie Crickmay, one of the 
captain's boys waiting at table, afterwards gave me a 
full account of all that occurred. As the Spaniards 
were plied with wine by their polite hosts, their hearts 
opened, and they let out all the information which it 
was necessary to obtain. 

" N'ow, my excellent firiends," said the Spanish cap- 
tain, " we will drink success to the united exertions of 
the Spaniards and French against those rascally British, 
who come out here and interfere with our trade, and do 
us so much mischief." 

Just then a midshipman came down to say that a 
large barge and a felucca were coming off from the 
shore. In reply to the toast. Captain Cobb assured his 
guest that as far as they were concerned their great 
wish was that the Spanish and French ships should 
never fail to fall in with the English, as they had little 
doubt who would come off victorious. 

" Of course, excellent senors, the Spaniards will 
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always conqner their foes, whenever the latter dare 
stay to eneonnter their prowess," was the answer. 

Out captains continned to hnmonr the gentleman 
for some time till the midshipman again coming down, 
informed them that, the large boats were nearly along- 
side. At length. Captain Cobb laying his hand on the 
Spanish officer's shonlder, looked him in the face. 

" My dear Sir," he said, " yon will pardon ns for the 
little larick we have played yon ; bnt the honest truth is, 
we are not the people yon took ns for. There is an old 
proverb which says : ' Deceit is lawfal in love and war- 
fare.' In the latter it is at all events. Though we have 
the flag of France now flying, that of Britain generally 
floats over our decks, and will I hope do so, till our 
ships are paid off at home." 

" Seiior ! " exclaimed the Spaniard, turning pale and 
gasping for breath, " you surely are joking." 

The Captain's answer assured him that he was not. 
The poor man almost fainted. 

"Come, my friend," said Captain Masterman, "we 
intend you no harm. Here, take a glass of wine, you 
will find it excellent Madeira, and be assured that many 
a worse event might have happened to you. All we 
require is, that you should say nothing to your friends 
when they come below. You will meet them here pre- 
sently, whoever they are, and believe us on our honours, 
that we intend no one any harm." 

While Captain Cobb entertained his dismayed guest, 
Captain Masterman went on deck to receive the new 
comers. 
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CHAPTER V. 

HE first boat which came alongside was an- 
nounced to be the barge of Admiral Don 
Martin Alaba. She rowed twenty oars, and 
had on board a rear-admiral and two other 
officers, one of whom was the governor's nephew, who 
came to pay his respects to their supposed friends. The 
other, a felucca, contained the same number of officers 
and men, and among them was an aid- de-camp of the 
Admiral's, who sent his compliments and congratula- 
tions to the French, with the information that they 
would be supplied with all they desired. He also an- 
nounced, which was less agreeable to us, that several 
launches with anchors and cables were getting ready to 
assist the frigates into the harbour. 

Unless, therefore, a good excuse could be framed for 
not going in, our true characters would immediately be 
discovered. However, as Spaniards are not very quick 
in their movements, it was hoped that some time would 
pass before the arrival of the launches, and that an 
opportunity might occur of taking a few more prizes 
without bloodshed. The new visitors were ushered 
down, with every mark of respect, into the cabin, while 
the crews were handed below as the others had been. 
The first glance the Admiral caught of the Spanish 
Captain's countenance gave him, probably, some anxiety. 
This was still further increased when Captain Master- 
man, with a polite bow, requested his pardon for the 
trick which had been played off on him and his country- 
men. 

^^What iaick!" exclaimed the Admiral. "Surely 
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you do not mean to say tliat yon are not the people we 
took yon for?" 

"We mnst confess that we are not," said Captain 
Masterman ; " we beg to assnre yon that neither yon 
nor any of yonr eonntrymen will snffer the least insnlt 
or hurt at onr hands. We mnst, however, reqnest yon 
contentedly to remain on board for a few honrs, after 
which time I have little donbt that we shall be able to 
set yon at liberty.'' 

These remarks re-assnred the Spaniards, who were 
fturther reconciled to their lot when they saw the cloth 
spread, and a nnmber of covers bronght aft by active 
hands. The table glittered with plate and glass, and 
nnmerons well-filled bottles of mby wine. While, how- 
ever, the dinner was getting ready, the Spanish officers 
were invited to take a tnm on deck. Their astonish- 
ment and vexation had been considerable before ; it was 
now increased when they saw a nnmber of Englishmen 
come np, dressed in the clothes of the Spaniards, and 
immediately jnmp into the Spanish boat. Several of 
the fiigates' boats were also seen at the same time to 
shove off with their officers and men well armed, and to 
pxdl towards the three Spanish gnnboats which lay at 
their anchors jnst ontside the river leading to Manilla. 
The Admiral and his officers watched them anxiously. 
What could they be about? On they went till they 
were alongside the gunboats. IsTot a sound of a shot 
was heard, not Br trigger apparently had been pulled. 
In a short time the gunboats under sail were seen 
slowly dropping down towards the frigates. 

" Dinner is ready," observed our Captain to his 
guests. "We will inform you of the particulars of 
what has taken plaice after yon have enjoyed it." 

The Spaniards were wise men. They shrugged their 
shoulders, twirled their moustaches, but said nothing, 
quickly following their hosts into the cabin. Their 
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eyes could not help brightening up when th6j saw the 
good dinner spread before them, for such will, with few 
exceptions, touch the hearts of mortals of all nations. 
Toasts were proposed, healths drank, and the Spaniards 
began to think that the accounts they had read of 
British ferocity and British barbarism must have been 
somewhat exaggerated. Meantime the three gunboats 
were brought alongside with about one hundred and 
twenty officers and men as prisoners. Several of their 
people had managed to escape on shore. The officers 
acknowledged to their captors that there were a con- 
siderable number more gunboats in the harbour, all new 
and coppered, very fast, and well fitted for service. We, 
having plenty of provisions on board, our Captain had 
ordered a good entertainment to be prepared for all the 
prisoners, who showed no unwillingness to make them- 
selves happy and at home. We had already had a 
pretty good morning's work, but the Spaniards seemed 
still willing to present us with another prize, for soon 
after the gunboats had been brought alongside, a second 
felucca-rigged boat, pulling eighteen oars, was seen 
coming ofi*. Several officers were also aboard her. As 
she came alongside, they were received with the same 
politeness as the others had been. The principal officer 
informed us that he was Captain of the port. He re- 
quested to know for what reason the boats were de- 
tained, saying that if they were not immediately 
restored the authorities would consider the two frigates 
as enemies, and not only decline giving them any assis- 
tance, but direct the squadron to come out of harbour 
and drive them off. 

" Tell him what we know about the squadron," said 
Captain Cobb to our pilot. 

" Why, my friend," observed Mr. Noalles, " you must 

be aware that you have the larger portion of your 

squadron without their masts, and that even the others 
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will not be able to follow ns for a fortnight at least. 
We know perfectly well what we are about, in fact it 
mnst be confessed that we are Englishmen ! " 

The start given by the Captain of the port was even 
more violent than that of his predecessors. What, had 
he actnally mn his head into the lion's den, after so 
many of his companions had been already caught ? 
However, on being conducted into the cabin, he was 
received with shouts of laughter from his countrymen, 
who by this time were feeling the effects of the generous 
wine they had imbibed. The Spaniards were, however, 
able to punish us slightly in return by the information 
they gave, that of the two merchant vessels we had 
come to cut out, one was aground, and the other had 
landed her cargo in consequence of the appearance of a 
suspicious-looking ship of war, which we afterwardjs 
ascertained was one of our cruisers, whose melancholy 
fate I shall some day have to relate. By this time we 
had fully two hundred prisoners on board, and a happier 
set of prisoners it would have been difficult to find, for 
not only had the officers' hearts been made merry, but 
the seamen had as much grog on board as they could 
weU carry. There could be little doubt that by this 
time the people on shore must have been fully certain 
of our real characters. Their suspicions must have 
been confirmed when they saw a breeze spring up, and 
that we did not proceed into the roads as they had sup- 
posed we should do. Our Captains, who were as 
generous and liberal as brave, now told the Spanish 
officers that they should be at liberty to return on 
shore, offering to present them with the Admiral's 
barge, the guard boat, and the two feluccas, nor would 
they even ask for their parole nor impose a restriction 
of any sort upon them. The Spaniards' astonishment 
on being captured had been very great, but it was 
greater still when they received this information. I did 
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not hear what the Admiral said, but I know he made a 
very long speech, full of grandiloquent words, that he 
pressed his hands to his heart very often, and in other 
■ways endeavoured to show his sense of British mag- 
nanimity. Evening coming on, he and his countrymen 
took their departure in their respective boats, some of 
which were rather overcrowded, as, of course, they had 
to carry the crews of the gunboats which we had 
detained. 

Our ship's company shook hands with all the men as 
they helped them into their boats ; and parted from 
them with three hearty cheers, as if they had been their 
dearest friends. As soon as our guests had departed, 
we once more stood out of the bay with our three 
prizes, keeping away to the south in the hopes of 
visiting other places before the information of our 
true character could reach them. The gunboats were 
manned, a lieutenant from the Zephyr taking charge of 
one of them, and our junior lieutenant and Mr, Oliver 
having the command of the other two. 

They were respectively named by the ship's company 
the Bam, Boo, and Zel. The Zephyr took the Bam in 
tow, while we had the Boo and the Zel. It was young 
Mr. Oliver's first command, and with no small pleasure 
he descended the ship's side to go and take charge of 
the craft, fully expecting to perform great deeds in her. 
Many another young man has done the same, and found, 
after all, his expectations sadly disappointed. I re- 
member perfectly watching the little vessels as they 
followed in our wake. They were handsome, graceful 
craft, very well fitted for the work for which they were 
intended, cruising along shore, and being able to run 
into harbour again on the appearance of bad weather. 
Some how or other Englishmen are apt to think if a 
vessel can float she is fit to go anywhere, and that there 
IS no considerable difference between smooth water and 
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a heavy cross sea, — a snmnier breeze and a snorting 
gale. 

Mr. Oliver had with him a young midshipman, ten 
seamen, and a boy — a very much smaller crew than the 
gunboat had under the Spanish flag. Of course, how- 
ever, fewer Englishmen are required to man a vessel 
than Spaniards, not but that Spaniards are very good 
sailors, but then they have not got the muscle and the 
activity of Englishmen. As a rule, Spanish vessels are 
far better found than English craft, and are rather over 
than under manned. Wo continued to run down the 
coast without meeting with any adventure till we 
sighted the large island of Mindanao. We were stand- 
ing off that island one night, when about midnight the 
ship was struck by a heavy squall. She lay over till 
her yard-arms almost dipped in the ocean. Topsail and 
top-gallant sheets were let fly, and she soon again 
righted without much apparent damage to herself, but 
at that instant there was a cry from aft that one of the 
gunboats had parted. 

The night was dark, and those who looked out could 
nowhere distinguish her. The frigate was however 
immediately brought to. A gun was fired, but there 
was no report in return. A blue light was next ordered 
to be lit. No answering signal was to be perceived. 
The missing boat was the Zel under charge of young 
Harry Oliver. He was a great favourite on board, and 
many anxious eyes were looking out for him. Another 
and another gun was fired, and blue lights ever and 
anon sent their bright glare over the foam-topped 
waves. While one of these blue lights was burning, 
one of the men on the look-out whispered to another: — 

"What do you see there. Bill? As I am a living 
man there is a long low ship under all sail gliding by 
right in the wind's eye." 

" And I see her too ! and I, and I ! " exclaimed several 
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men in suppressed voices. " Hark ! there are sounds. 
There is music." 

"Why, they are singing on board. What can she be? 
I for one would rather never have looked on her. Can 
you make out the words ? " 

" No, I should think not." 

" Do you see her now ?" 

"N'o, she seemed to shoot right up into that thick 
cloud to windward." 

Such and similar expressions were heard, and the 
men were still talking about the matter when my father 
and Pat Brady, who had been below, came on deck. At 
that moment Mr. Schank's voice was heard shouting 
out " Shorten sail ! " and the ship was brought speedily 
under still closer canvas, barely in time however to 
enable her to bear the effects of the second violent squall 
which came roaring up from the quarter where the 
supposed stranger had disappeared. Guns were again 
fired, and more blue lights burnt, and thus we continued 
waiting anxiously till morning broke. The other gun- 
boat was safe, but it was too certain that the unfor- 
tunate Zel had foundered, and that her crew and the 
brave young Harry Oliver and his stili more youthfal 
companion had perished. Many hearts on board grieved 
for their loss. I will not say tears were shed, because 
however poets may write about the matter, it is my 
belief that British seamen are not addicted to express 
their feelings in that way, unless perhaps occasionally a 
few do so when they become sentimental with a larger 
amount of grog on board than usual, but even that is 
not very common. They are more inclined to become 
obstreperous and combative on such occasions. 

The latter part of our cruise was not likely to prove 
80 successful as the commencement. 

Standing to the extreme south of the group, we came 
off a Spanish settlement, guarded by a couple of forts, 
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and which, as it was of considerable size, our Captains 
determined to lay nnder contribution for wood, water, 
and refi^eshments. We fortunately captured a felucca a 
short distance from the coast, and her master was now 
directed to stand in and make our request for the 
articles we required known to the authorities of the 
place. They not understanding our amiable disposition, 
or supposing that we were the blood-thirsty monsters we 
had been described, declined acceding to our petitions. 
There was no help therefore but to attempt to take by 
force what was denied to our modest request. The 
wood and water we might have procured elsewhere, but 
vegetables and fresh meat and other provisions we had 
no hopes of finding. We accordingly stood in towards 
the town, hoping that our appearance would overawe 
the enemy. The Spaniards, however, as soon as we got 
within range of their guns opened a hot fire upon us 
which showed that they folly intended to keep to their 
resolution of not rendering us assistance. Hungry 
Englishmen are not well-pleased to be baulked of their 
provisions. The order was "Out boats and take the 
fort." Four boats shoved off, under command of Captain 
Masterman, and made for the shore, in spite of the hot 
fire with which they were received. One however 
grounded on a sand-bank, and several men were hit 
while they were endeavouring to get her off. The inten- 
tion was to take the fort. They reached the beach, and 
on the men dashed expecting in a few minutes to be 
engaged in storming the fort. As however they were 
rushing up the hiU, a large body of armed men ap- 
peared on the top of it, five or six times their number. 
A braver man than Captain Masterman never stepped, 
but unless the enemy were great cowards they could 
scarcely hope to drive them off, and to get into the fort 
at the same time. The walls too, as they approached 
them, were seen to be far more diflGlcult to climb than 
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they had expected. Meantime the batteries were keep- 
ing np a very heavy fire on the frigates, our guns 
making but little impression in return. With a heavy 
heart Captain Masterman gave the order to retreat, and 
the British had to hurry down to their boats, while the 
Spaniards were rapidly advancing. The latter, how- 
ever, did not venture to come to close quarters, being 
well content with their success, but continued firing on 
the boats as long as they were within reach of their 
muskets. By this time the frigates had lost several 
men. The Zephyr — ^her master and three or four men 
killed, and a midshipman and several men wounded. 
We lost five or six killed or wounded. Among the 
latter was Pat Brady, who came on board vowing ven- 
geance against the Spaniards wherever he should meet 
them. The two frigates besides had received consider- 
able damage. 

Our wheel was hit, the head of our mizen-mast 
wounded, several of our shrouds were cut away, and 
running-rigging and sails much injured. At length a 
shot cut away two strands of our cable. The gunboats 
which joined in the fight had escaped with very little 
damage, although they kept up a pretty hot fire on the 
fort. There seemed to be not the slightest possibility 
of our success, and as our chief object was to get wood 
and water, which certainly could be obtained elsewhere, 
cutting our cables, we made sail out of the harbour. 
Altogether we had paid pretty dearly for our morning's 
ftmusement. 

I give the account, however humbling to our national 
pride it may be, to show that it is possible for the 
bravest and most sagacious officers to meet with re- 
verses, and as a warning lesson to others, not to think 
too highly of themselves. 

I leave the reader to count up what we did during 
the cruise and to judge whether we had much cause for 
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congratnlation. I liad tlie acconnt from my father in 
after years, and calcnlating profits and losses I rather 
think that the balance was terribly against ns. 




CHAPTER VI. 

HE two gnnboats, Bam and Boo, had been 
a sonrce of anxiety to onr Captain ever 
since they came into our possession, and 
fears were entertained, should another gale 
come on, that they might share the fate of the unfor- 
tunate Zel. Their young commanders were ready to 
go anywhere in them, but it seemed very unlikely, 
should they make the attempt, that they would ever 
reach Canton, to which we were soon about to return. 
They were condemned therefore to be destroyed. They 
were beautiful looking craft, but were too likely to 
prove what the ten-gun brigs of those days often did, 
coffins for their living crews. Accordingly, all their 
stores being taken out of them, their crews set them on 
fire and returned to the frigates. I remember well 
seeing them blaze away and at length blow up, at 
which I clapped my hands, having some idea that they 
were fireworks let off expressly for my amusement. 
The firigates' damages being now repaired, a course was 
steered for the north. Being greatly in want of water, 
we put into another harbour on the coast where it was 
known that no Spanish settlement existed. The water- 
ing parties from our frigates proceeded to the shore, 
making six boats in all, the men being well armed. 
They ought properly to have remained for each other, 
but our boats came off first leaving the Zephyr's to 
follow. Casks were being hoisted up, when the officers, 

E 
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througli their glasses, perceived several men miming 
down to the beach, making signals that an enemy was 
coming. Instantly all the remaining boats were manned, 
and away they pulled to the support of those on shore, 
led by the two Captains. There was no time to be lost, 
for as they approached the shore they saw our men de- 
fending themselves against a vast number of enemies. 
The natives, as the boats approached, took to flight, 
but it was evident that the number of our people was 
greatly diminished. The officer commanding the water- 
ing party was alive though he had with difficulty escaped 
from the enemy, but two poor fellows lay dead upon 
the beach, and a third was desperately wounded, and 
was evidently dying, No less than nine had been 
carried off as prisoners. Our pilot, Mr. Noalles having 
accompanied the party, now proceeded with Captain 
Masterman and a very strong body in search of the 
natives. These however had fled at their approach. 
At length our party came upon a hut, in which a man 
was found who appeared by his dress and air to be of 
some consequence. He was lame from a wound and 
had been unable to make his escape. Mr. IsToalles ex- 
plained to him that we were in search of our men, and 
demanded their instant release. He was told that 
unless they were delivered up their village would be 
destroyed and their com cut down. He promised to 
use his influence with his countrymen, and as our 
people retired to a distance one or two persons were 
seen to enter his hut. After waiting however a con- 
siderable time no one approached. Again the chief was 
appealed to, but he declared that he had no power in 
the place. At length Captain Masterman directed his 
followers to set the village on fire, while our men 
rushed into the com fields, and in a short time made 
a clean sweep of several acres. Whether or not it was 
a wise proceeding, I think is doubtful, for it was 
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too probable that tlie natives wonld either kill their 
prisoners in revenge, or else make them labour as 
slaves to repay them for the damage they had received. 
This work being accomplished the frigates got nnder 
weigh, the Captains intending to call off a place farther to 
the north where the Malay chief of the island resided, 
for the purpose of making him exert his influence for 
the recovery of the missing men. We were not very far 
from the latitude where the unfortunate Zel had foun- 
dered. Our people very naturally talked of their lost 
shipmates, and especially of young Mr. Oliver who, as I 
said, was a great favourite with all of them. My father 
especially looked on him with much affection, and having 
saved his life once seemed to regard him almost in the 
light of a son. We had had a fair wind all the morning, 
when suddenly it shifted round to the northward and a 
sudden squall very nearly took the masts out of the two 
frigates. As it was impossible to say from what direc- 
tion the breeze would next come, we continued stand- 
ing off the land towards the island of Palawan. The 
wind had moderated though it still blew strong, and we 
continued standing to the west, when a small island 
was sighted on the weather bow. As we drew in with 
it, Pat Brady who was one of the lookouts declared 
he saw a signal flying from the highest point in sight. 
I speak of it as an island, it seemed to be little more than 
a large rock, and the peak of which Brady spoke was 
forty or fifty feet or so out of the water. The ships' 
companies had been grumbling considerably at being 
delayed, as they were anxious to get back to Canton, 
where it was hoped we should receive orders to convoy 
the homeward-bound merchant fleet. The midshipman 
of the watch having reported what Pat Brady had seen, 
after we had run on some distance, the ship was hove 
to, and the glasses being directed in that direction, a 
xnaa was made out waving apparently a shirt from thi^ 
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rock. A boat accordingly was instantly lowered and 
pulled towards it. The man kept his post for some 
time as the boat approached, making signals to those in 
her to pull ronnd rather farther to the westward, as the 
surf beating on that side of the rock wonld prevent 
their landing. As the boat's head was once more put 
off the shore the men caught sight of the person on the 
rock. Pat Brady, who formed one of the boat's crew, 
looked np at him with a glance of astonishment. 

*' I say, Jem," he exclaimed to the man next him, 
*' either that's Mr. Oliver or his ghost, as sure as my 
name is Pat Brady." 

" It's his ghost," was the answer, " for there is no 
donbt the gunboat went down a week ago ; and it's not 
likely he or any other man could have swam out of 
her." 

" By my faith then," answered Brady, " it must be 
his ghost ; and sure enough he is more like a ghost 
than anything else." 

As they were speaking, the figure disappeared from 
the summit of the rock. 

" I told you so," said Brady ; " depend on it, when 
we land, we may hunt about till doomsday, and we 
shall never find mortal man on this rock." These re- 
marks were overheard by the other men, who seemed 
to agree very much with the opinions of the speakers. 

" He is fathoms deep down beneath the wa,ter, depend 
on that," observed another ; " we shall never see young 
Mr. Oliver with our mortal eyes again." 

At length Mr. Martin, the Second Lieutenant, who 
had gone in command of the boat, overheard the remarks 
of the men. He, however, from being somewhat near- 
sighted, had not observed any likeness in the figure on 
the rock to his lost shipmate. "Mr. Oliver, do you 
think he is ? I only hope so." 

''No, Bir, we don't think it's Mr. Oliver; but we 
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think it is his ghost," blurted out Pat Brady; " and as 
to finding him, there's little •chance we shall have to do 
that." 

" We will have a look for him at all events," an- 
swered Mr. Martin. " Give way, lads, I see the place 
he poiated ont to ns ; and if he is a ghost, at all events 
he has an eye for a good landiag place." 

The boat accordingly pulled in, and a small bay was 
found where the men could land with perfect ease. No 
one however was to be seen, and this confirmed the opin- 
ions the seamen had expressed. The island was rather 
larger than it appeared from the sea, and Mr. Martin, 
leaving a couple of men in charge of the boat proceeded 
with the rest inland. They looked about in all direc- 
tions, and yet no human beiug could they discover. He 
at length began almost to fancy that they must have 
been deceived by some means or other, and yet he was 
certain that the figure he had observed at the top of the 
rock, was that of a human being. I should have said, 
that when the boat was lowered, a bottle of water and a 
flask of spirits, with a small quantity of food had also 
been put into her. This the men carried, it being sup- 
posed probable that the person on the rock would be 
suffering from hunger and thirst. 

"It's of no use," observed Pat to one of bis com- 
panions. " I knew it was a ghost from the begioning, 
or may be just the devil in a man's shape to try and 
draw the ship in to get her cast away. We none of us 
know what tricks he can play." 

At length the men began to be positively uneasy, and 
to wish their officer to return ; Mr. Martin, however, had 
determined to examine the island thoroughly, before he 
gave up the search, being perfectly convinced that he 
had seen a man on the rock, though why he had after- 
wards hidden himself was unaccountable. 

The distance by water from the rock was, in conse- 



54 BEN BUB TON. 

qnence of the shape of the shore, considerably less than 
by land, and this might have accounted for their getting 
there before the person they had seen, but some other 
reason had now to be found for his not appearing. The 
more level part of the land had been passed over. No 
signs of water had been discovered. 

" Ah ; poor fellow ! " exclaimed Mr. Martin, " he 
must at all events have suffered greatly for want of 
that." 

They now got near to the foot of the rock, on the top 
of which the man had been seen. All the sides appeared 
inaccessible, and it was unaccountable how he could have 
got up there. This further confirmed the men in the 
idea that they had beheld a ghost or spirit of some sort. 
Never perhaps before had their officer found greater 
difficulty in getting them to follow him. They would 
^ave done so ten times more willingly against an enemy, 
greatly outnumbering them, with the muzzles of half a 
dozen guns pointed in their faces besides. Mr. Martin 
continued to push on. At length he came to a rock 
in which was a small recess. Beckoning with his hand 
to his men, he hurried on, and there he saw seated on 
the ground, the person of whom he had been in search, 
with a boy apparently in the last stage of exhaustion in 
his arms. He himself was unable to speak, but he 
pointed to the boy's mouth, and then to his own. Mr. 
Martin understood the signs, and shouted to the men to 
come on with the provisions. Even then he could 
scarcely recognise the features of Harry Oliver, or of 
the young midshipman by his side, so fearfully had 
famine and exhaustion told on them. The men were 
fioon gathered round the sufferers. Before Mr. Oliver 
would take any of the spirits and water brought to him, 
lie watched to see a few drops poured down the throat 
aof his companion. The effect was almost instantaneous, 
^is eyes, already glazing it seemed in death, recovered 
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a portion of their brightness, and a slight colour returned 
to his deadly pale cheeks. A moderate draught of the 
same mixture greatly restored the young officer, but he 
was even then unable to speak. 

" I told you he was a live man," observed Mr. Martin 
at last to the seamen ; " but if you had given way to 
your fears, you see in a very few minutes more, both 
our young friends would have become what you sup- 
posed them already to be.'' 

The men now hurried back to bring some of the 
boat's oarS' and a sail on which they might convey the 
sufferers, for Mr. Martin was anxious to get them on 
board without further delay. After waiting a little 
time longer, he considered that they were sufficiently 
recovered to be removed. 

Great was the astonishment, and greater still the 
satisfaction of all on board when they arrived alongside. 

The young midshipman hovered for a considerable 
time between life and death. Had it not been, I believe, 
for the watchful care of my mother and the surgeon, he 
would, after all, have sunk under the hardships he had 
endured. Not, indeed, till the following day, was Mr. 
Oliver himself able to give an account of his escape. 
Except the man at the helm, the crew of the gunboat 
had been forward when the squall came on. He and 
the midshipman Bramston were standing aft. He re- 
collected, as the vessel sunk beneath his feet, catching 
the lad in his arms, and springing over the taflfrail. As 
to what became of the man at the helm, or the rest of 
the crew, he could not tell. For a few seconds he was 
drawn under the water, but returning to the surface 
again, he found close to him several spars that had been 
lashed together, but as it appeared not secured to the 
deck of the vessel. 

On these he threw himself and his young charge. A 
current, he supposed, swept them away to the westward. 
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When daylight broke, he could clearly see the frigate ; 
but after he had anxiously watched her, he observed her 
standing to the southward. He had little hopes of sur- 
viving, yet he resolved to persevere to the last. Still 
the spars afforded but a slight support. He had to dread 
too the attack of sharks. About two hours after day- 
light, however, he observed floating near him the stock 
of a large ship's anchor. Leaving young Bramston 
secured to the spars, towing them, he swam towards it. 
This afforded him and his companion a far safer resting 
place. He was now able to lash several spars to the 
timber, while another formed a mast, and a second, which 
he and Bramston cut through with their knives, supplied 
them with paddles and a yard — on this they spread their 
shirts, which they split open. 

As the sun rose, his beams fell on an island in the fax 
distance. The wind was fair, and towards it they 
directed their course. The current too favoured them. 
Without this their progress would have been very slow. 
They soon began to feel the want of water, but Oliver 
urged Bramston on no account to drink the salt water. 
The midshipman, on searching in his pockets, happily 
found a small quantity of biscuit, which he had thoughtr 
lessly put there, he supposed, after supper that very night. 
This supplied them with food when their hunger became 
ravenous. Thus they sailed on the whole day. Hap- 
pily the night was not very dark, and they were thus 
able to keep the island in sight. It was almost daylight 
the next morning when at length they found themselves 
driving in towards the rocks. With great difficulty 
they kept off, and coasted round to the very bay where 
Mr. Martin had landed. Finding, however, that they 
could not get in their frail raft, they had after all, having 
repossessed themselves of their shirts, to swim on shore; 
Mr. Oliver towing young Bramston, who was supported 
on a spar. They were almost exhausted when they 
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landed, but finding a shady place nnder a rock, they fell 
asleep, and awoke considerably refreshed. A few hands- 
foil of water in a crevice of a rock, assisted to keep them 
alive, while they, not without considerable danger, 
managed to collect some shell-fish from the rocks. 
Still they found their strength daily decreasing, till the 
young midshipman was utterly unable to move. Ever}'- 
day Mr. Oliver had climbed to the top of the rock in 
the hopes of some vessel passing. His joy at seeing his 
own frigate may be conceived. It was greatly damped, 
however, on finding that his young companion was, as 
he supposed, at his last gasp ; and had not the Lieu- 
tenant and his party arrived at the moment they did, 
there can be no doubt that the lad would have died. 
He himself indeed was so exhausted, that he could with 
difficulty find his way down the rock, and after that, 
was unable to move further. 

On our return to the Philippines, the Sultan, as the 
chief was called of whom I have spoken, had, we found, 
recovered our men, who little expected to be rescued 
from the hands of the savages. We then proceeded to 
Canton, where we found the homeward-bound merchant 
fleet ready to sail. We had work enough I have an 
idea, in keeping our convoy of old tea chests, as tho 
merchantmen were called, together. I may say, how- 
ever, that at length, after no small amount of anxiety to 
the Captains of the frigates, we arrived safely in the 
Downs. Our task performed, we were ordered to 
Portsmouth to be paid off*. 




58 BEN BUB TON. 




CHAPTER YII. 

Y poor mother was crying bitterly. It was at 
the thoughts of parting with the Little Lady. 
In vain my father attempted to console her. 
Give her up, she said she could not. She 
loved her almost as her own child. Lieutenant Schank 
had written home to his mother and sisters, who, in re- 
turn, had expressed their perfect readiness to receive the 
Little Lady. But how was she to be conveyed into 
Lincolnshire. Captain Cpbh amply fulfilled his promise 
by putting a handsome sum into the Lieutenant's hands. 
"There, Schank," he said; "it is not you receive 
it, remember, it is the little girl, so do not talk of 
thanking me. I only wish I had been rather more cer- 
tain of what Mrs. Cobb would say, pr that I felt con- 
siderably more sure than I do that she would be pleased, 
and I should have liked to have had the Little Lady 
myself. It would have been a matter of interest to hear 
about her when one was away from home, and a pleasure 
to look forward to see her again. She promises to be a 
sweet little creature. Your womenkind will be well 
pleased to see her, depend on that ; and I say, Schank, 
if I can help her on in the world in any way, I will do 
so. Remember, we are old shipmates, so do not stand 
on ceremony." As Captain Cobb went on talking, and 
thought of parting from the Little Lady, his heart 
warined up ; and at that time, I believe if he had had the 
will, he would have given her half his property. How- 
ever, there was one thing to be said of him : — in spite of 
J^|g|||Miiliarities, he was a man who would never depart 
^^^ ^V' word, and that Mr. Schank knew very well. 
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But that in no way detracted from the Lieutenant's 
generosity, for he had made up his mind to take charge 
of the Little Lady, whether the Captain assisted him or 
not. Highly as he esteemed my father and mother, he 
considered, perhaps justly, that they were not in a posi- 
tion to bring up a little girl whose parents were evidently 
gentle-folks. Be that as it may, it was settled that she 
was to be sent off as soon as an opportunity should 
occur, to old Mrs. Schank's residence, in the village of 
Whithyford, Lincolnshire. The difficulty of sending her 
there was solved by the offer of my mother to convey 
her herself, with the sanction of my father ; indeed, he 
proposed to go down also, provided the journey could be 
delayed till the ship was paid off. 

" Two children, you see, sir," he said to Mr. Schank, 
would be rather too much for my good woman to take 
charge of alone, and I suppose, sir, it would not just do 
for you to go and help her. People might think what 
was not the case." 

Mr. Schank laughed. He had never thought of that, 
and certainly had not bargained either to take care of 
one child himself, or to assist my mother in taking care 
of two. 

"By all means. Burton," he said. "I have some 
business in London which will keep me for a few days, 
and the Little Lady will give interest and amusement 
enough to my family till I make my appearance." 

The heavy coach took us to London under the escort 
of Lieutenant Schank, who saw us off for Whithyford 
in another, far heavier and more lumbering. My father 
and I went outside ; my mother and the Little Lady had 
an inside place. Behind sat a guard with a couple of 
blunderbusses slung on either side of him, dressed in an 
ample red coat, and a brace of pistols sticking out of his 
pockets. There were a good many highwaymen about 
at the time, who robbed occasionally on one side of 
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London, and sometimes on the other, and an armed 
guard, from his formidable appearance, gave the pas- 
sengers confidence, though he might possibly have 
proved no very efficient protector if attacked. My father 
was in high spirits, and pointed out everything he 
thought worth noticing to me on the road. Each time 
the coach stopped he was off his seat with me clinging 
to his back, and looking in at the window to inquire if 
my mother or the Little Lady wanted anything. Now 
he would bring out a glass of ale for one, now a cup of 
milk for the other or for me, or sandwiches, or cakes, or 
fruit. He had the wisdom never to let me take either 
ale or grog. " Very good for big people," he used to 
say, " but very bad for little chaps, Ben." 

At length we were put down at the inn at Whithy- 
ford. Mrs. Schank lived down a lane a little way off the 
road, and thither my mother, carrying the Little Lady 
on one arm and holding me by the other, and my father 
laden with bundles and bandboxes, we proceeded. The 
cottage was whitewashed, and covered with a fresh, thick 
thatch. In front was the neatest of neat little gardens, sur- 
rounded by a well-clipped privet hedge, and the greenest 
of green gates. Indeed, neatness and order reigned 
everywhere outside as it did, as I was soon to find, in 
the interior. The Miss Schanks had been expecting us. 
Three of them appeared at the door. They all seemed 
much older than Lieutenant Schank. Two of them 
were very like him, tall and thin, and the other 
bore a strong resemblance, I thought, to our worthy 
Captain. Their names I soon learned. There was Miss 
Martha, and Miss Jemima, and the youngest — a fat one 
— was Anna Maria. They all shrieked out in different 
tones as they saw us. Miss Anna Maria seized me in 
her arms and gave me a kiss, and then, looking at me, 
exclaimed, " Why I thought it was to be a little girl ! 
This surely is a boy J" at which her sisters laughed^ 
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and bending forward, examined the Little Lady, who 
was still in my mother's arms, and who Miss Anna 
Maria had not observed. Miss Martha at length ven- 
tured to take her in the gentlest possible manner and 
kissed her brow, and said, " Well, she is a sweet little 
thing ; why, Mrs. Burton, I wonder you like to part with 
her," at which observation my mother burst into tears. 

" I don't, ma'am, indeed I don't," she answered ; 
when gentle Miss Martha observed, " I did not wish to 
hurt your feelings, Mrs. Burton;" and Miss Anna 
Maria, who was fond of laughing, said something which 
made her laugh, and then she laughed herself, so that 
with between crying and laughing we all entered the 
cottage and were conducted into the parlour, on one 
side of which sat old Mrs. Schank in a high-back chair, 
and jp. a very high cap, and looking very tall and thin 
and solemn, I thought at first. 

My father followed with the bundles and bandboxes, 
but stood in the passage, not thinking it correct for him 
to advance into the parlour. 

"Who is that?" asked the old lady, looking up and 
seeing him through the open door. 

" Please, ma'am, that is my husband," answered my 
mother, courtseying. 

" What is he ? " inquired the old lady. 

" A sailor, ma'am." 

" Eh, my son is a sailor, my Jack is a sailor, and I 
love sailors for his sake. Let him come in. Come in, 
sailor, and put those bundles down, they may tire you. 
There, sit down and rest yourself. And this is the 
little girl my son wrote about. Let me see her, Mrs., 
what is your name ?" 

** Burton, ma'am," answered my mother. 

" Let me see her, Mrs. Burton. A very pretty sweet 
little damsel she is, and whose child is she, do you say ? " 

" That is what we do not know, ma'am," answered 
my mother. 
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" And I am sure I do not," said the old lady, wlio, 
I should observe, never was at a loss for a remark. 
" Well, that does not much signify, we shall like her for 
herself. And who is that little boy ? " 

" That is my son, ma'am," answered my mother. 

" Oh ! then he is not the little girl's brother, I 
suppose ? " 

" No, ma'am," answered my mother, " though I love 
the little girl as if she were my own child, and indeed I 
sorely feel the thoughts of parting with her." 

" Yery natural, and right, and proper," remarked the 
old lady. "I am sure I should love such a pretty 
little damsel, especially if I had nursed her as I suppose 
you have. However, we will not talk about that just 
now. You and your husband must stay here for some 
days, and your little boy too, until this little lady gets 
accustomed to us. I suppose, sailor, you do not want 
to go to sea in a hurry ? What is his name, my good 
woman ? " 

"Richard Burton," answered my mother, "late 
quarter-master of H.M. frigate ' Boreas.* " 

" Well, Richard Burton, you may make yourself at 
home here, and as happy as you can. My son Jack 
has written to us about you, only I could not recollect 
your name." 

Although the old lady did not appear at first very 
wise, she had, however, a fair amount of shrewd good 
sense, and she was excessively kind, and liberal, and 
generous as far as she had the means. The ladies had 
prepared a very nice room for my mother and father, 
and I had a bed in a comer of it, and they really treated 
them as if they were guests of consequence. 

While the old lady was speaking. Miss Anna Maria 
stood laughing and smiling at me, trying to gain my 
attention and confidence. As I looked at her I thought 
she must be very good-natured. She was short, and 
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very round and fat, with, black twinkling eyes and a 
somewhat dark complexion, a smile constantly playing 
on her mouth. Her sisters, as I have remarked, reminded 
me very strongly of their brother. They all made 
a great deal of me, and still more of the Little Lady. 
Having no servants, they did everything themselves, 
and were busily occupied from morning till night, each 
having her own department. Miss Anna Maria was 
cook, and I used to think, that perhaps that made 
her so fat and dark. I took great delight in helping 
her, and soon learned to peel the potatoes, and wash the 
cabbages, and stone the raisins for plum puddings. In- 
deed, knowing well that occupation is useful, not only 
for small boys but for big ones, she set me to work 
immediately. Not only did they work indoors but out 
of doors ^also, and kept the garden in perfect order, 
trimming the hedges and mowing and digging. Be- 
sides this, they found time to read to their old mother, 
as well as to themselves ; and from the way they talked 
of books and things, I have no doubt were very well 
informed, though I was no judge in those days. In the 
parish in which they had all been born they were looked 
up to with the greatest affection. They had done much 
to civilize the people and to keep them from falling 
back into a state of barbarism, or, I may say, heathenism, 
for the Yicar of the parish was a hunting parson who 
was seen once a week in the church, where he hurried 
over the service, and read a sermon which lasted some 
twelve or fifteen minutes ; the shorter the better, how- 
ever, considering its quality. His horse used to be led 
up and down by a groom during the time, and as soon 
as his work was over he remounted and rode off again, 
not to be seen till the following week unless one of his 
parishioners died, and he could get no one else to per- 
form the funeral service. He seemed to think that the 
Hiss Schanks had a prescriptive right to labour in the 
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parish. ; but he was excessively indignant when on one 
or two occasions a dissenting minister came to preach 
in a bam, and he declared that should so irregular a 
proceeding be repeated, he would proceed against him 
as far as the law would allow. My kind friend's father 
had had three or four successors. The one I speak of, 
I think, was the fourth, and, I hope, an exception to the 
general rule. 

" It will not do for us to complain," observed the 
mild Miss Martha, " but I do wish that our vicar more 
resembled a shepherd who cares for his sheep, than the 
wolf he must appear to the poor people of the parish. 
He takes to the last penny all he can get out of them, 
and gives them only hard words and stones in return." 
Miss Martha, however, bless her kind heart, gave the 
poor people not only gentle words, but many " a cup of 
cold water," in the name of Christ, and to the utmost of 
her means assisted her poorer neighbours, as, indeed, did 
also her sisters. Many a day their meals were dry crusts 
and tea, when they were giving nourishing food, good beef 
and mutton to some of the poor around them, requiring 
strengthening. I mention these things because it will 
show that the Little Lady had fallen into good hands. 
My father and mother did all they could to help them, 
and certainly their labours were lightened after our 
arrival. The very first morning my father was up by 
daylight, with spade in hand, digging in the garden, 
while my mother helped Miss Anna Maria in the 
kitchen. Indeed, my father was not a man to eat the 
bread of idleness either ashore or afloat. 

The happiest day we had yet spent, was that on 
which Mr. Schank arrived. It was delightful to see 
the way in which his old mother welcomed him ; how 
she rose from her seat and stretched out her arms, and 
placed her hands on bis shoulders, and gazed into bis 
freather'heaten face; and how his sisters hung about 
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him, and how Miss Anna Maria, wlio, I onght to say, 
was generally called the baby, came and put her short 
fat arms ronnd his neck and kissed him again and again, 
just as she used to do when she was a little girl. In- 
deed, just then she evidently had forgotten her own age 
and his, and probably thought of him just as she did 
when he came home a young midshipman the first time 
from sea, proud of his dirk and uniform, and full of the 
scenes he had witnessed and the wonders of the foreign 
lands he had visited. He patted me on the head very 
kindly, and told me he hoped I would some day be as 
good a seaman as my father. Then he told his sisters 
that he had been making interest to obtain a warrant 
for Burton as a boatswain, and that he had little doubt 
he would get it, for a better seaman never stepped, while 
it was hard to find a more trustworthy or braver man. 
" Not that I have any interest myself," he observed ; 
" but I have put young Harry Oliver up to it, and he 
has plenty of interest, and so he made the application in 
my name through his friends." 

" If it is a good thing, brother Jack, to be a boat- 
swain, I shall be so glad to tell Mrs. Burton,'* said 
Miss Anna Maria. " She is a very nice good creature, 
and I shoxdd like to make her happy." 

" Yes, baby, it is a great rise for a seaman," answered 
Mr. Schank ! " and I have no doubt Dick Burton is the 
man to appreciate it ; so, if you like, you can go and 
tell them, for I feel very sure he will obtain it." 

I understood very clearly all that was said. Miss 
Anna Maria, taking me by the hand, hurried off to the 
kitchen, where my father and mother were sitting. I 
scarcely know which was the better plea.sed to hear this 
good news. I rather think my father was. My mother 
remarked that it was what her Richard fully deserved ; 
indeed, I rather suspect that if she had been told he 
had been made a lieutenant or even a commander, she 

F 
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woxild only have thonght that he had received his 
deserts, but that was all very right and proper. It is a 
great thing that a woman should have a high opinion 
of her husband, and it is a very unhappy matter for her 
when she has not, or at all events when he does not 
deserve it. 

I believe my father had several times proposed leaving 
Whithyford, and looking out for a ship ; but my mother 
urged him to stay a day or two longer, for she could 
not bear to part from the Little Lady. At length he 
said he must go ; and though Mr. Schank told him 
that he was welcome to remain, he said that he had 
been idle long enough, and must now look out for 
another ship. 

" But, Burton, do you intend to take your wife to sea 
again with you ? " asked the Lieutenant. 

" I should like to, sir; and yet, I am rather doubting 
about it," he answered, " even if I can obtain permission ; 
but if I do not, she would like to go and pay a visit to 
her friends in Ireland. It is a long time since she has 
seen them, and they made her promise to go when she 
could, and now, that. I am likely to be a warrant oflGlcer, 
they will look upon her and her boy with more respect 
than they might have done. Do you see, sir, they are 
a somewhat upper class of people. Polly loved me, and 
so we married ; but they seemed to think that she was 
letting herself down greatly in splicing with a seaman, 
and would not indeed for some time have anything to 
say to her." 

Mr. Schank reported this to his sisters. They, how- 
ever, had taken such a liking to my mother, that they 
had made up their minds to ask her to stay with them 
instead. They knew that they had a powerful induce- 
ment to make her accept their invitation; and Miss 
Martha, with a good deal of tact, took care to make the 
o£^ery holding the Little Lady in her arms, and when she 



BEN BURTON. C7 

smiled and held out her hands to mj mother, very 
speedily gained the victory. My father was too glad to 
leave his wife in snch safe keeping, and so the matter 
was soon arranged. 

My father was appointed to a sloop of war, which he 
at once joined, and in which he saw a good deal of hard 
service. 

Several captains applied for Mr. Schank, who was 
looked upon as snch an excellent first-lieutenant, that 
even his best friends declared that it wonld be a pity to 
have him promoted. The Admiralty, however, sent him 
to look after a yonng lord in delicate health and indolent 
disposition, who required a cruise to improve the first, 
and a man who would do all his work for him, in order 
that he might indulge in the second. 




CHAPTER YIII. 

HE Little Lady grew apace, and flourished 
under the careful nursing of my mother and 
the Misses Schank. They gave her the name 
of Emily, in compliment to an elder sister 
whom I have not before mentioned — a great invalid, 
who never left her room. I had indeed not seen her, 
for she was so nervous that it was feared I might 
agitate her. The Little Lady was, however, once taken 
in to her, and she was so pleased that she insisted on 
seeing her every day. She was, I afterwards learned, 
not only an invalid, but occasionally affected in her mind 
from some great grief which had occurred to her in her 
youth. 

Time rolled on. I was somewhat spoiled, I think, by 
the kind ladies, who treated me completely «b% \i W^sA 
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been in their own position in life, and took great pains 
to teach me all I was then capable of learning. 

At length mj father came back to Whithyford. He 
could not remain long, for he had been appointed to 
another ship. He told my mother that he had been so 
unhappy without her that he had got leave to take her 
and me with him, as I was now big enough to go to sea. 
My mother was too sensible a woman not to know that 
she must some day of necessity part from tho Little 
Lady, and though it was like wrenching her very heart- 
strings, she, without hesitation, agreed to accompany 
her husband and take me with her. Our kind friends 
were, I know, very sorry to part with us. The old lady 
folded her arms round me, and kissed me on both cheeks 
and on my forehead, and blessed me, and told me she 
hoped I should be as brave and good a man as her son, 
and also as my father. The frigate was fitting out at 
Portsmouth for the Mediterranean station. She was 
the " Grecian," of thirty-eight guns, commanded by 
Captain Harry Oliver, who three years before had been 
a Master's mate in the " Boreas." He having since then 
served two years as Lieutenant, and one as Commander, 
had just been posted to her. Some men in Mr. 
Schank's position would have declined serving as First 
Lieutenant under an officer who had before served under 
him, but Mr, Schank had no pride of the sort, and 
when Captain Oliver applied for him he readily consented 
to accept the offer. 

There was every probability of our having a happy 
ship. I have mentioned a young midshipman — ^Leonard 
Bramston — he was our junior Lieutenant, having lately 
got his promotion; but the .person above all others I 
was delighted to see, was Mrs. King, whose husband 
had joined the frigate. Bill King proposed also himself, 
applying for a warrant as gunner. However, for the 
present, he had come to sea with his old rating as 
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quarter-master. While the ship was fitting out, mj 
mother and Mrs. King lived on shore. One Sunday we 
went to the Marine Barracks, where we heard that 
Sergeant Killock and Tom Sawyer were stationed. 
They were greatly pleased to see me. The Sergeant 
tried to persuade my mother to let me remain on shore 
and turn into a drummer boy, at which I was very in- 
dignant, holding a blue-jacket to be a being of far 
superior grade, and a blue-jacket I hoped shortly to 
become. I was rather small just then, but not smaller 
than some of the midshipmen who had joined our frigate 
for the first time. Mere mites of boys were frequently 
then sent to sea, who looked more fit to wear pinafores, 
and be attended by nurses, as far as size was con- 
cerned ; and yet, though now and then they got into 
mischief and did not do very wise things, yet occa- 
sionally they performed very gallant actions, such as 
men twice their age might have been proud of, requiring 
judgment and discretion as well as courage. At length 
we went out to Spithead and took our powder on board. 
Blue Eeter was flying, the remainder of the stores for 
the officers came on board, the ship was cleared, the 
band struck up, the seamen tramped round with the 
capstan bars to a merry tune, the topsails were sheeted 
home, and with a blue sky above us and bright water 
below, we stood down the Solent towards the Needle 
passage. It was a gay and beautiful sight. I had been 
so long on shore, that I had almost forgotten all about 
a ship. The men looked so smart and active, for Mr. 
Schank had taken care to get a picked crow, which some 
officers in those days could get and some could not; 
the Captain and Lieutenants and midshipmen in their 
new uniforms looked so spruce, and the marines so trim 
and well set up, that I could not help rejoicing that I 
was once more afloat, though I did not forget my kind 
friends at Whithyford, nor the dear Little Lady. We 
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passed out at the Needle passage, with Hurst Castle on 
one side and the tall pointed white rocks off the west 
end of the island on the other, not ill-called Needles, 
sighting Wejniouth, where the good old King George 
III. was accustomed to reside. Bless his memory, 
say I, for though he might have had his faults, he was 
a right-honest true-hearted man — ^brave as the bravest 
of his subjects, and firm too ; though those who opposed 
him called his firmness obstinacy. However, I am 
talking of things of which I knew at that period of my 
career nothing at all. 

I had grown by this time into a stout, hardy-looking 
lad, tall and proportionably broad, so that I looked 
much older than I was, and thus I was already rated as 
a boy on board the ship, though I was the youngest on 
board, and likely to remain so for a considerable time. 
When people saw my mother, who looked remarkably 
young, and pretty as ever, they could scarcely believe 
that I was her son. Few people retain their health 
and good looks as she did. Running across the Bay of 
Biscay we sighted Cape Finisterre, rounding which we 
stood in for the coast, in hopes of picking up some of 
the Spanish Guada Costas or any of the enemy's mer- 
chantmen. However, when standing in for Finisterre 
Bay the wind dropped and we lay perfectly becalmed, 
rolling gently to the swell which nearly at all times sets 
in on that coast. 

Evening was approaching. Our young Captain 
walked the deck with impatient strides. Though so 
gentle and quiet in his manners there was a spirit in 
him that ever desired activity. Several times his glass 
was turned towards the distant shore. He then sum- 
moned the master and examined the chart. We had 
fallen in, the day before, with a Portuguese Basca, from 
the master of which a good deal of information had 
ifeen ohtained, and. as an honest man and a patriot it 
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was supposed that it could be relied on. Captain 
Oliver and Mr. Schank were in consultation for some 
time. We guessed there was something to be done. 
Now, I thought to myself, I should like to see some 
fun. Thej are planning something, that is certain. I 
wonder what it can be. In a short time the cutter and 
barge were ordered away, it being understood that Mr. 
Schank would take the command of the former and 
would be accompanied by Lieutenant Spry of the 
Marines, while the Third Lieutenant, Mr. Bramston, 
toot charge of the barge. Including Marines and blue- 
jackets the party mustered rather more than forty in 
all. They waited till dusk to leave the ship. This 
just suited my plan of operation. As the arms, pro- 
visions, and other articles were being lowered into the 
boat, I managed to slip down and to stow myself away in 
the barge, forward under a sail. I required but little 
space for hiding away. Just at dusk the two boats 
shoved off, and away we went towards the shore; I 
heard the men say that the object of the expedition was 
to cut out several luggers lying in a small harbour with 
a town at the further end of it. We had a long pull, 
for we were at such a distance from the coast that the 
frigate could not have been seen from it. At all events 
the inhabitants of the town would not have suspected 
that any boats would come from a vessel whose top- 
gallant sails could only just have been visible. At 
length after pulling for some hours, the lights on shore 
were seen, and in a short time the boats came off the 
mouth of the harbour ; but then it was found that the 
luggers were some little way up it, and that a strong 
fort guarded the town and entrance. Mr. Schank and 
tiiie Lieutenant of Marines agreed that the first thing to 
be done was to take the fort. We could not land close 
to it on account of the rocks, and therefore had to pull 
some distance to the south before the party could ^<5fe 
on shore. 
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When they all left the boats I had no fancy to re- 
main behind, and therefore scrambled out after the rest, 
although one of the boat-keepers attempted to stop me 
by catching hold of my leg. I escaped him, however, 
and ran on among the men. 

" Hillo, little chap ! Where did you come from ? '* 
exclaimed several of them as they first discovered me. 

I replied that I wanted to go and help them fight the 
enemy. I was passed to Mr. Schank. ** Why Ben," 
he said, " what business have you to be here ? what can 
you do ? " 

" Please, Sir, I can carry your flask if you will let 
me, or if anybody is hit I can stay by them and help 
them." 

"I have a great mind to send you back, Master 
Ben." 

I entreated that I might be allowed to go on. Per- 
haps he thought there might be as much risk for me if 
I remained in the boat as there would be should I 
accompany them. He therefore, greatly to my delight, 
allowed me to go on with the party. On we pushed. 
Mr. Schank it appeared had been on shore before at the 
place and knew the position of the fort. We had a 
heavy tramp, however, especially for him with his 
wooden leg, which sank into the soft sand every step he 
took, and he sometimes had to rest his arm on a man's 
shoulder to help him get along, but his courage and 
determination were at all times equal to any emergency. 
On we went till we could see the dim outline of the fort 
across the sand ; it was a great thing to approach with- 
out being discovered, for, although we had determined 
to get in at all hazard, if we could take the Spaniards 
by surprise, the work would be far more easy. There 
was no cover, but we could only hope that the enemy 
would not be on the look-out for us, or that if they 
were their eyes would be turned towards the harbour. 



BEN BURTON. 73 

the entrance gate being on the land side. I own, at 
last, I felt mj legs aching with walking over the soft 
sand. I began to wish that I had remained on board. 
The men must have suspected how it was with me, and 
at last one of them took me up and carried me on his 
shoulders, and then another and another, for even mj 
additional weight was likely to tire the stoutest had 
they carried me long. At last the fort rose before us. 
Mr. Schank in a low whisper ordered the men to move 
forward crouching down to the ground, to step softly, 
and not to utter a word. On we went, so close to- 
gether, that had anybody watched us, we might have 
looked like some huge animal moving on, or the sha- 
dow of a cloud passing over the ground. Our leaders 
hurried on. The drawbridge was down. The Marines 
were ordered to level their bayonets and the blue- 
jackets their pikes, and charge on. It was the work of 
an instant. The Spaniards were totally unprepared for 
our coming at that moment, although, as it turned out, 
they had been informed of our being in the neighbour- 
hood, and a gun was found pointed for the purpose of 
sweeping the passage should the fort be attacked. Be- 
fore, however, it could be fired, the gunners had taken 
to flight* In a few seconds we were in possession of 
the fort. 

Our men were pretty well knocked up with their 
long pull and march over the sand, and the country 
might soon be raised, and overwhelming forces sent 
against us. The order was, therefore, given to spike 
the guns, which was very speedily done. The fort was 
found to contain eight brass guns, twenty-four and 
twelve-pounders, with a considerable garrison. Part of 
them, as we entered, laid down their arms to save their 
lives^ while the remainder scrambled over the walls, 
and made their escape to the town. Our boats had^ 
meantime, made their way into the harbour, "^Yi^dci^TvQHi 
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that we had possession of the fort, thej could do without 
molestation. As soon as all the damage had been 
done to the fort which time would allow, we once 
more embarked in the boats, and made a dash at the 
luggers, which yielded without striking a blow. Di- 
rectly we had taken them, however, and had begun to 
move down the harbour, a battery on the opposite side, 
which we had not yet seen, opened its fire, and con- 
tinued sending shot after us, which could not however 
have been very well aimed, for neither the boat nor the 
prizes were once struck. It is possible that the powder 
was bad, and the shot fell short. As we approached 
the mouth of the harbour we saw that the whole neigh- 
bourhood was roused. Beacon fires were blazing, guns 
firing, and musketry rattling away in all directions. 
As we were getting through the passage, a pretty sharp 
fire of musketry was opened on us, but though the shot 
fell thickly, no one was struck, though the boats and 
vessels were so frequently. It was my first battle, and 
a very bloodless one, for I do not believe a Spaniard or 
Englishman was hurt. Our six prizes were very 
acceptable, for they were laden with wine, which was 
pronounced very good of its sort. It was broad day- 
light by the time we got near the mouth of the harbour, 
and the land breeze blowing, enabled us to carry out our 
prizes without difficulty, and with them under convoy 
we sailed for Lisbon, where a good market could be 
found for their cargoes. 

When I got on board, instead of being received as a 
hero crowned with victory, my father seized hold of me, 
and looked me sternly in the face. 

"Ben," said he, "have you thought of the misery and 

anxiety you have been causing your mother ? She has 

been in a fearful taking about you ever since you went 

awaj. How could she tell that you had not slipped 

overboard ? I could not say that you had not, myself j 
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but I have heard of boys doing just as jou have done, 
and so I guessed pretty well the state of the case. But 
I tell you, boy, I never saw her suffer so much. I 
almost thought it would be the death of her.'' 

" Oh ! flog me, father ! flog me !" I cried out; for I 
could not bear the thoughts of having made my mother 
unhappy. " Tell Dick Patch to lay it on thick. The 
harder he hits the better. I did not think, father, what 
I was doing ; indeed, I did not." 

" No, Ben, I will not have you flogged," he answered, 
" your mother's sufferings have been punishment enough 
for you. I believe you did it without thought, indeed, 
I know you did ; and just do you go and have a talk 
with her, and see how pale and ill she looks ; and I 
hope that will be enough to make you never go and do 
a thing again which will cause her anxiety and grief. 
The time will come when you will have to run all sorts 
of risks and dangers, but it is a very different thing to 
run your head into danger from fool -hardiness, and to 
go into danger because it is your duty." These remarks 
of my father made a deep impression on me. I hurried 
below, and there I saw my poor mother looking more ill 
and distressed than I had ever seen her : — her eyes red 
from, weeping, and her cheeks pale and sickly ; and then 
when she told me how much she had suffered, I burst 
into tears, and promised never to play her such a trick 
again. 

We took several other prizes on our way to the south ; 
indeed. Captain Oliver showed, that young as he was, 
few oflBcers were likely to prove more active or energetic 
in their duties. He was well off, and did not seem to 
care for the prize money. He thought of duty above 
everything else. It was his duty to injure the trade of 
the enemy as much as possible, and he did so to the 
very best of his power. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

jOME time had passed since the " Grecian " 
had entered the Mediterranean. "We had 
not been idle during the time — ^now cruising 
along the coast of Spain and France, now 
down that of Italy, now away to Malta, sometimes off to 
the east among the Greek Islands. We had taken a 
good many prizes ; indeed, I may say that all our expe- 
ditions had been planned with judgment, and carried out 
with vigour. I had a. very happy time on board, for the 
men treated me with kindness, and I was so young, that 
even the officers took notice of me. To Mr. Bramston, 
especially, I became much attached. As he had known 
me in my childhood, he took more notice of me than 
any one . else. It has been my lot through life to 
lose many kind friends, but I must acknowledge that 
they have been as often replaced by others. When Mr. 
Schank heard from home, he never failed to send for 
me or my mother, to give us an account of the Little 
Lady ; indeed, Mr. Bramston and others, as well as our 
Captain, took a warm interest in her, and always seemed 
glad to hear that she was going on well. Altogether, 
we were looked upon as a very happy and fortunate ship. 
However, a dark reverse was to come. 

We were returning from Malta, and had run some 
way along the coast of Italy, when the look-out from the 
itiast-head discovered a sail on the lee bow. It was just 
daybreak. The sun rising over the distant land, which 
lay like a blue line on our starboard side, shed his 
beams on the upper sails of the stranger. The frigate 
was kept away a little, and all sail made in chase. We 
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contimied standing on for a couple of hours, when the 
wind drew more aft, and with studden sails rigged on 
both sides we glided rapidlj over the smooth water, 
gaining considerably on the chase. She must have dis- 
covered us, for she was now seen to rig out studden 
sails, and to make every attempt to escape. She was 
pronounced to be a large Polacca ship, and from the 
way she kept ahead of us, it was very evident she was 
very fast. This made us more eager than ever to come 
up with her. The general opinion was that she was a 
merchantman, very likely richly laden, and would un- 
doubtedly become an easy prize. Our people were in 
high spirits, making sure that they were about to add a 
good sum to their already fair amount of prize money. 
I cannot say that these thoughts added much to my 
pleasure, considering the very small share which would 
fall to my lot, but my father would probably be very 
much the richer. In those days, it was no uncommon 
thing for a seaman to return from a cruise with a couple 
of hundred pounds in his pocket ; and of course, under 
those circumstances, the share even of a warrant officer 
would be very considerable. Mr. Schank, I doubt not, 
was thinking of the many comforts he would be able to 
afford his family at home ; and Mr. Bramston, who had 
another reason for wishing to add to his worldly store, 
was hoping that he might be able to splice his dear 
Mary all the sooner, and leave her better provided for 
when he had to come away again to sea. 

Hour after hour passed by. There was the chase 
still ahead, and though we had gained considerably on 
her, still there were many probabilities of her escaping. 
The fear was that we might not get up to her before 
nightfall, and that then in the darkness she might 
escape. The men were piped to dinner, and of course 
the conversation at the mess-tables ran on the proba- 
bilities of our capturing the chase. 
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Some time afterwards, just as the watch on deck had 
been relieved, the main topsail gave a lond flap against 
the mast. The other sails, which had before been swell- 
ing ont, now hnng down. 

" The wind is all np and down the masts," I heard 
my father rema;rk, with a sigh ; and going on deck, such 
we fonnd indeed to be the case. Scarcely a cat's-paw 
played over the surface of the water, while onr canvas 
htmg down entirely emptied of wind. It was a time 
when Captain Cobb would have almost cracked his 
cheeks with blowing for the purpose of regaining it. 
Captain Oliver, however, did no such thing, but, taking 
his glass, directed it toward^ the chase. 

" She is in our condition," he observed to Mr. Schank. 

" She is not likely to get away from us, at all events," 
remarked the First Lieutenant, taking a look at her 
also. 

" I think, Schank, we may, however, make sure of 
her with the boats," observed the Captain. "It will 
not do to give her a chance of escaping, and she may 
get the breeze before we do." 

" Certainly, sir," answered Mr. Schank. " It will be 
as well to secure her, for fear of that." 

" Well, as there is no great glory to be gained, I will 
let Mr. Mason and Bramston go in the boats," said the 
Captain. 

The frigate's boats were accordingly called away. 
The two lieutenants and my father and a couple of mid- 
shipmen went in them, with altogether about seventy 
men. It was a strong force, but the ship was very 
likely to have sweeps, and even a merchantman might 
offer some resistance unless attacked by overpowering 
numbers. The people cheered as they pulled off, and 
urged them to make haste with the prize. Never did an 
expedition start with fairer prospects of success, and we 
fnllj- hoped, before many hours were over, to have the 
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chase under English colours. She was between four 
and five miles awaj at the time ; but though the pull was 
a long one, the men laid their backs to the oars for fear 
of a breeze springing up before thej could get alongside. 
My mother had shown considerable anxiety on former 
occasions when my father had gone away on dangerous 
e3q)editions, yet in the present instance she seemed 
quite at ease, as there appeared to be no danger or diffi- 
culty in the enterprise. Though no man ever loved his 
wife better than my father did my mother, yet this 
never prevented him volunteering whenever he felt 
himself called upon to do so, however hazardous and 
trying the work in hand. As may be supposed, no one 
thought of turning in that night. All hands were on 
the watch, expecting to see the ship towed by the boats, 
or some of the boats returning with an account of their 
capture. The Captain and First Lieutenant walked the 
deck with easy paces, every now and then turning their 
night glasses in the direction of the ship, hoping to see 
her, but still she did not appear. At length the men 
began to wonder why the ship had not come in sight, or 
why the boats did not return to give notice of what had 
occurred. Afterwards they grew more and more anxious, 
and they imparted their anxiety to my mother. Our 
gunner, Mr. Hockey, who was somewhat superstitious, 
now declared that he had dreamed a dream which fore- 
boded disaster. The substance of it I never could learn, 
nor did he say a word about the matter till some time 
had passed and the boats did not appear. He was a 
man of proverbs, and remarked that " a pitcher which 
goes often to the well gets broken at last," by which he 
insinuated that as we had been hitherto successful in 
our expeditions, a reverse might be expected. All the 
boats had been sent away. The Captain's gig was under 
repair, but there was a small dingy remaining. Mr. 
Hockey went affc, and volunteered to pull in the d\i^^\jvcja. 
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the ship had been seen, in the hopes of ascertaining 
what had become of the boats. The Captain was 
as anxious apparently as he was. 

" Certainly, Mr. Hockey," he answered. 

Jnst then the sound of oars in the distance floated 
over the calm water. 

" Stay, there are the boats," he said. 

They approached very slowly. At first it was hoped 
that they might be towing the ship, but though they 
were evidently drawing near, no ship could be dis- 
tinguished. At length they came in sight. The 
Captain hailed them. The voice of a young midship- 
man answered : " Sad news, sir ! sad news ! " 

"What has happened, Mr. Hassel? Where is the 
ship?" 

" Beaten back, sir, beaten back ! " was the answer, 
and the speaker's voice was almost choked. The boats, 
as they got alongside, were seen to be full of people, 
but they were lying about over the thwarts in confused 
heaps, those only who were at the oars appearing to 
move. My mother was at this moment fortunately 
below. The gunner came down and entreated her to 
remain there. I, however, had gone up on deck, and 
was eagerly looking about, expecting to see my father 
arrive. Mr. Hassel was the first to come up the side. 
He staggered aft to the Captain to make his report. 
Meantime whips were rove, and one after one, those 
who that afternoon had left the frigate in high health 
and spirits were hoisted up dead and mangled in every 
variety of way. Nearly thirty bodies were thus brought 
on deck. Many others were hoisted up and carried im- 
mediately below, where the surgeon attended them, and 
of the whole number only seven were able to walk the 
deck steadily. I eagerly looked out for my father. He 
was not among those unhurt. Among the dead I dared 
not look. I hurried below hoping to see him under the 



BEN BUB TON. 81 

hands of the surgeon, bnt neither was he there. My 
heart snnk within me. I hastened to the main-deck. 
There, with a lantern, I met my poor mother frantically 
scanning the faces of the slain, who were laid ont in a 
ghastly row. Eagerly she passed along, bending over 
the pallid features of those who a few hours before had 
been so full of life and courage, jokes escaping their lips. 
"Now as she looked at one, now at another, a glance told 
her that the corpse was not that of her husband. 

" Oh ! mother ! mother ! where is father ! " I cried 
out at length, as I caught sight of her. 

" I know not, my boy, I know not," she answered. 
" Oh ! Burton, Burton ! where are you ? Has no one 
seen my husband ? Can any one tell me of my husband ? 
Where is he ? Where is he ? " she frantically ex- 
claimed, running from one to the other, when she found 
that he was not among those brought on board. 

" The boatswain !" said some one. "Bless her poor heart, 
I don't like to utter it, but I saw him knocked overboard 
as he was climbing up the polacca's side. He would not 
have let go had it not been for a thrust in his shoulder, 
and he was hit, I know, while he was still in the boat.'^ 

"Who is that you speak of?" asked my mother, 
hearing the man's voice. 

" Bless your heai*t, Mrs. Burton, but I am sorry to 
say it," answered Bill Houston, one of the few who had 
escaped unhurt. " I was close to him, but he fell by 
me before I could stretch out a hand to help him, and 
I doubt, even if we had got him on board, it would 
have been much the better for him, he seemed so badly 
hurt. I did not hear him cry out or utter a sound." 

The lantern my mother had been holding dropped 
from her hand as she heard these words. All hope was 
gone. " Oh ! give me back my husband ! give me back 
my husband I " she shrieked out. " Why did you come 
away without him ?" 

o 
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" Oh ! mother ! mother ! don't take on so ! " I ex- 
claimed, rnnning tip to her. She pnt her hands on my 
shoulders and gazed in my face. 

" For yon, Ben, I would wish to live, otherwise I 
would rather be down in the cold sea along with him." 
Then again she cried out frantically for my poor father. 
Her grief increased mine. Seeing the state she was in, 
Bill King, who had remained near her, hurried down to 
fetch his wife, who was attending on the wounded. She 
did her best to soothe my poor mother's grief, and not 
without difficulty she was led away to my father's 
cabin ; and there, placed on his bed, she found some 
relief in tears. I did my best to comfort her, but I 
could do little else than weep too. Perhaps that was 
the best thing I could do ; there is nothing like sym- 
pathy. 

" Oh ! my boy ! my boy ! " she exclaimed, " you are 
still left to me ; but the day may come when you will be 
taken away as your poor father has been, and I shall be 
all alone — alone ! alone ! " 

Then she burst forth in an Irish wail such as I had 
never heard before. It was curious ; because, though 
an Irish woman, her accent under ordinary circum- 
stances was but slightly to be detected. Mrs. King, 
having done all she could, returned to her duties among 
the wounded, of whom there were upwards of thirty, 
several of them mortally. 

From Bill Houston, who had come to inquire for my 
mother, shortly afterwards, I learned the particulars of 
what had occurred. The boats approached the ship, all 
hands being fully persuaded that they had little more 
to do than to climb up her sides and take possession. 
As, however, they drew near her, and were just about 
to dash alongside, a tremendous fire of grape, musketry, 
and round-shot was opened on them from her ports, 
which were suddenly unmasked. In spite of this. 



BEN BUBTON. 83 

althongli ntiinbers were hit, Mr. Mason ordered them to 
board the ship. Scarcely had he uttered the words 
than a shot laid him low, poor Mr. Bramston being 
wounded at the same time. Still the attempt to board 
was made, but as they climbed np the sides they fonnd 
that boarding nettings were triced up the whole length 
of the ship, while pikes were thrust down on them, and 
a hot fire of musketry opened in their faces. Again 
and again they attempted to get on board, and not till 
nearly all were killed or wounded did they desist from 
the attempt. Young Mr. Hassel, the midshipman, 
being the only officer left aliye, then gave the order to 
retreat, though it was not without difficulty that they 
could push off from the ship's sides. The darkness 
of the night saved them from being utterly de- 
stroyed. The enemy probably had not been aware of 
the tremendous effect of their own fire, and expected 
another attack from our men, or they would un- 
doubtedly have continued firing at the boats after they 
had shoved off. Some distance had been gained, how- 
ever, before the ship again commenced firing, and the 
aim being uncertain, very few of her shot took effect. 

The next day was the saddest I had ever known. 
Our kind young Captain felt the loss more than any one. 
Really, it seemed as if his heart would break as he 
walked along the main deck, where our dead shipmates 
were laid out. He paid a visit also to my mother, and 
endeavoured to comfort her as well as he could. 

" I owe your brave husband much, Mrs. Burton," he 
said, "We have been shipmates a good many years 
altogether, and he more than once saved my life ; I can- 
not repay him, but I can be a friend to your boy, and I 
will do my utmost to be of assistance to you. I cannot 
heal yoTir grief, and I cannot tell you not to mourn for 
your husband, but I will soothe it as far as I can." 

Then came the sad funeral. Had the MigdAt^ \^^^tl 
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engaged in a desperate action with a superior force we 
could scarcely have lost so many men as we had done in 
this unfortunate expedition. I thought the Captaia would 
break down altogether as he attempted to read the 
funeral service. Two or three times he had to stop, and 
^J a great effort recover his composure. There were 
the two lieutenants and a young midshipman, and up- 
wards of twenty men all to be committed to the ocean 
together. Curiosity brought me up to see what was 
going forward, and though I looked on quietly for some 
time I at length burst into bitter tears. I thought there 
is my poor father — he had to go overboard without any 
service being read over him. 




CHAPTER X. 

lOON after the funeral was over I was sent 
for into the Captain's cabin. I found him 
and Mr. Schank seated there. 

" Ben," he said, " my boy, we have been 
talking over what we can do for your poor mother. 
The best thing, I think, will be for her to return to her 
home on the first opportunity, and I dare say we shall 
find a ship homeward-bound at Malta, on board which 
she can get a passage, while we will do our best to raise 
funds to place her as much as possible at her ease as to 
money matters. Now, Ben, I wish to stand your friend ; 
but you are very young still to knock about at sea with- 
out a father to look after you, and I propose, therefore, 
that you should return with your mother. After you 
have had schooling for a year or two on shore, you 
iShall rejoin this ship or any other I may command, and 
tben'^ yonr future progress will much depend on your 
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own condtict. Yon will behave well, I have no doubt 
you will ; bnt if not, I cannot help yon forward as I 
desire." 

I did not qnite comprehend what the Captain pro- 
posed, bnt I understood enough to know that I had a 
friend in him, and I accordingly thanked him for his 
good intentions. I was still standing hat in hand in 
the cabin, for the Captain seemed disposed to ask me 
farther questions, when the surgeon entered to make 
his report of the state of the wounded. 

" What, more dead ! more dead ! " exclaimed the poor 
Captain, as his eye glanced on the paper. 

"Yes, sir," was the answer. "Turner and Green 
have both slipped their cables. I had very little hopes 
of either from the first. There are one or two more I 
am afraid will follow them before many days are over." 

The Captain hid his face in his hands, and a groan 
burst from his bosom. " I would that I had gone my- 
self. It would be better to be among the sufferers than 
have this happen," burst from his lips. 

Mr. Schank tried to console him, " No blame, sir," 
he said, "could be attached to you. It was very 
unlikely that such a ship should have made so de- 
termined a defence, and no forethought could have 
enabled you to act differently." 

" Yes, yes," answered the Captain, " but to lose all 
these brave fellows in such a way," and again he 
groaned. 

N'o one spoke for some minutes, till at length the 
surgeon observed that he hoped Mr. Hassel would do 
well, as his wounds, though severe, were not da»ngerons. 

" From what I can learn, sir," he observed, " he 
behaved with great judgment and courage, and I believe 
it was through him that the boats got away without 
farther damage," 

When the surgeon had gone the Captain once max^ 
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addressed me, and made enquiries about my motlier's 
family and tho place of their residence. I, of course, 
knew very little, but I gave bim all the information I 
possessed. 

" But perhaps, Mr. Schank," I said, "you will let us 
go and pay your family a visit. Those were happy 
times we had there. I think my mother would rather 
go there than anywhere else." 

Mr. Schank, who was not at all offended by the 
liberty I took, replied that he thought the idea a very 
good one. When, however, my mother was asked, she 
said that she would rather go and be among her own 
people if they would receive her. The truth was, I 
think I remarked, that her friends were much above my 
father's position ; and now that she would have a pen- 
sion, and a good deal of prize money, she felt that she 
could return and be on an equality with them, as far as 
fortune was concerned. These ideas were, however, 
not on her own account as much as on mine, as her great 
ambition was that I might rise in the world. It was, 
I truly believe, her only weakness, if weakness it 
could be called, for she was proud of me, aud I sus- 
pect thought a good deal more of me than I deserved. 
After this misfortune we shaped a course for Malta, for 
the purpose of replacing the officers and men we had 
lost, and from thence the Captain intended to send 
home my mother and me. Towards evening, three or 
four days after the occurrences I have described, several 
sail were perceived inside of us, that is to say, to the 
east. As we were to windward, we stood down towards 
them till we made out a line-of-battle ship, two frigates, 
and a brig. As there was no doubt they were enemies' 
ships, our Captain determined to watch them during the 
night, to ascertain in what direction they were proceed- 
ing. They, however, objected to this, and were soon 
seen crowding all sail in chase. We had now to run for 
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it ; and though the " Grecian " was a fast frigate, we 
well knew that man j of the Frenchmen were faster, and 
that, short-handed as we were, it was too certain that 
we should be captured if thej came up with us. For- 
tunately the breeze continued, and we made all sail the 
frigate could carry. But not only could we distinguish 
the enemy still in chase, but the opinion was that they 
were rapidly gaining on us. I remember coming on 
deck and looking out, seeing on our lee-quarter, far 
away through the gloom, their dark outlines as they 
came on in hot chase. I saw that everybody was 
anxious, and T heard several of the men talking of 
Verdun, and the way prisoners were treated there. 
For the men this was bad enough, but for the officers to 
be made prisoners was sad work. Unless they could 
make their escape or get exchanged, all prospect of ad- 
vancement was lost, as was the case with many; the best 
part of their years spent in idleness. I understood enough, 
at all events, to be very anxious about the matter. 

I went below, I remember, and told my poor mother ; 
she, however, seemed indifferent as to what might 
occur. Indeed, her grief had stunned her, and she 
was incapable of either thinking or speaking. As 
morning approached the wind fell, and when day- 
light broke the sails hung up and down against the 
masts. We were in a perfect calm, while not three 
miles off appeared the French squadron. All hopes 
of escape seemed over, and the men began putting on 
additional clothing and stowing away their money in 
their pockets, as seamen generally do when capture is 
certain, and often when they expect to be wrecked. 
The officers walked the deck looking very anxious, but 
the Captain and Mr. Schank kept their eyes about on 
all sides. At length a few cat's-paws were seen playing 
over the water. The first lieutenant pointed them 
out to the Captain. His eyes brightened somewhat^ 
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They came faster and faster. And now the sails once 
more felt the power of the wind, and away we went 
pretty quickly through the water. Ahead of us lay a 
small island, towards which the frigate steered. As we 
approached it we saw the ship of the line still following 
us, while the two frigates and corvette stood away 
round the west side. Their object was very clear. 
They hoped thereby to cut us off. 

" We may still disappoint them," I heard Mr. Schank 
observe. 

** I t/ust so," said the Captain ; but though he kept 
up his confidence, his countenance was very grave. For 
some time we kept well ahead till we reached the 
southernmost end of the island, when once more the 
wind falling we lay almost becalmed. We could see to 
the east the two frigates and corvette, their canvas 
filled by a strong breeze, but the line-of-battle ship was 
out of sight, hid by a point of land. The former might 
have been five or six miles off, but they were coming up 
at the rate of six knots an hour. There was no sign 
of the breeze reaching us. Our escape seemed almost 
impossible. Mr. Schank's courage, however, never 
failed — at least, it never looked as if it did, and he 
seemed to be^ saying something to the Captain which 
gave him encouragement. One of the frigates was con- 
siderably ahead of the rest. At all events, we were not 
likely, therefore, to yield without striking a blow, and 
if we could by any means cripple her before her consorts 
could come up, we might afterwards be better able to 
deal with them.' Still there was the line-of-battle ship, 
and she would be down upon us before long. A French 
prison in very vivid colours stared even the bravest of 
our men in the face. The officers were looking at their 
watches. Within little more than half an hour, unless 
we could get a breeze, we should be hotly engaged, and 
Hien, nnlesB we could beat our enemy in ten minutes, 
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there wonld be little prospect of getting away. On she 
came over the blue ocean. Looking at the land, we conld 
see a line, as it were, drawn between ns. On onr side the 
water was smooth as a mirror ; on the other, still crisped 
by the fresh breeze, and glittering in the snnlight. It 
was very tantalizing. On the leading Frenchman came, 
faster and faster. Still the breeze did not tonch our 
sails. At length we could clearly count her ports, and 
she appeared in the pure atmosphere even nearer than 
perhaps she was. Suddenly she yawed. A white puff 
of smoke was seen, and a shot came whizzing across our 
bows. Another followed. It struck us, and the yellow 
splinters were seen flying from our sides. The men 
stood at their quarters ready to begin the fight. 

" Not a gun is to be fired till I give the order," cried 
the Captain. 

" That will not be long, I fancy," I heard one of the 
men say, as I with other boys brought up the powder 
from below. 

The frigate still held the breeze and was approaching. 
Yet our Captain let her get nearer and nearer. In 
vain, however, our people waited for the order to fire. 
Several more shots came flying over the water, and the 
Frenchmen seemed now convinced that they had got us 
well within range. Suddenly luffing up, the enemy 
fired her whole broadside. The shot came flying about 
us, but did no great damage. 

" Trim sails ! " cried the Captain, and we edged 
away towards the blue line I have mentioned, the wind 
just then filling out our canvas. Meantime the French- 
man remained involved in a cloud of smoke. Again 
and again she fired her broadside, only hiding herself 
more completely from view ; while her sails, which had 
hitherto been full, were now seen to flap against her 
masts, and away we went with an increasing breeze. 
"We could just see the line-of-battle ship hull do^T^ ctql 
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one side, and the two frigates and corvette becalmed on 
the other, ntterly nnable to move, while we were slipping 
through the water at the rate of seven or eight knots an 
hour. 

" I thought it would be so ! " exclaimed Mr. Schank, 
increasing the rapidity of his strides as he paced the 
deck, and rubbing his hands with glee. On we went. 
In a short time not a trace of the Frenchmen could be 
discovered, nor did we sight another enemy till we 
entered Malta harbour. 

Captain Oliver and Mr. Schank were as good as their 
words. They mentioned among the inhabitants the 
circumstance of my father's death, and that his widow 
and child were on board, and very soon collected a con- 
siderable sum of money, which they presented to my 
poor mother. Her excessive grief had now subsided, and 
a settled melancholy seemed to have taken possession of 
her. An armed store ship which had discharged her cargo 
at Malta was returning home, bound for Cork ; and on 
board her our kind friends procured a passage for my 
mother and me. We had a sad parting with our 
numerous shipmates. The men eidiibited the regard 
they had for my mother by bestowing on me all sorts of 
presents, indeed, the carpenter said he must make me a 
chest in which to stow them away. My mother felt 
leaving our kind friend, Mrs. King, more than anything 
else. It was curious to see the interesting young 
woman, as she still was, embracing the tall, gaunt, 
weather-beaten virago, as Mrs. King appeared to be. 

" Cheer up, Polly, cheer up," said the latter. " You 
have lost a kind husband, there is no doubt of that, but 
you have got your boy to look after, and he will give 
you plenty to think about — ^bless his heart ! The time 
will come, Polly, when we will meet again, and you will 
have grown more contented, I hope ; and if not, we 
shall know each other up aloft there, where I hope there 
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will be room for me, thongh I cannot say as how I feel 
I am very fit for such a place." Mrs. King went talking 
on, but my poor mother could make no answer to her 
remarks, sobs choking her utterance. Her tears did 
her good, however, so Mrs. King observed, and told her 
not to stop them. I was glad to find that the Captain 
had appointed Bill King as acting boatswain of the 
frigate. The midshipman, Mr. Hassel, who had been 
seriously injured in the unfortunate expedition, took a 
passage home in the store-ship. Who should we see on 
going on board but my old friends Toby Kiddle and Pat 
Brady. Pat was overjoyed at seeing us, though he 
looked very sad when he heard of my father's death. 

" Arrah, it's a pity a worse man hadn't been taken in 
his stead," he observed, " but it can't be helped, Polly. 
Better luck next time, as Tim Donovan said when he 
was going to be hung ! " 

Pat had been to see his Mends, he said, in the West 
of Ireland, and Toby Eliddle had been wrecked on the 
same coast, and having found his way across to Cork, 
had there, with his old messmate, entered on board the 
store-ship. She was to return to Cork, which was 
very convenient to us, as my mother could thus more 
easily travel to the West of Ireland where her family 
resided. 

The name of the vessel was the " Porpoise," and she 
was commanded by Captain Tubb. He put me very 
much in mind of Captain Cobb, except that he was con- 
siderably stouter. We sailed with a convoy of some 
fifty other vessels of all sizes and rigs ; the larger por- 
tion having generally to lay to for the " Porpoise," 
which, with her Captain, rolled away over the surface 
of the Atlantic in the wake of the rest. Captain Tubb 
declared that his ship was very steady when she had 
her cargo on board, but certainly she was very much 
the contrary under the present circumstances, and Tob^ 
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Kiddle remarked that it was a wonder slie did not shake 
her masts ont of her. 

My poor mother could very seldom be persuaded to 
come on deck, but lay in her cabin scarcely eating any- 
thing, or speaking to any one except to me, and even 
then it seemed a pain to her to utter a few words. 

From the account I gave Toby and Pat of Captain 
Oliver, they were very eager to serve again with him, 
and they promised that should they ever have the 
chance of finding him fitting out a ship, they would 
immediately volunteer on board. 

I was very glad to hear this, because I hoped they 
would do so, and that I again should be with them. 
We had not a few alarms on our homeward voyage 
from the appearance of strange sails which it was sup- 
posed were enemies' cruisers. We, of course, should 
have been among the first picked out. However, we 
escaped all accidents, and at length arrived in the Gove 
of Cork. As may be supposed, Toby Kiddle made many 
inquiries about the Little Lady. When my mother got 
to Cork, her heart somewhat failed her at the thought 
of going among her own kindred under the present cir- 
cumstances, and she began to regret that she had igiot 
agreed to pay a visit in the first place to Lieutenant 
Schank's family, where she would have had the con- 
solation of looking after the little girl. However, it 
was now too late to do that. We therefore prepared 
for our journey to the west. Pat insisted on escorting 
us, declaring that he had plenty of money and did not 
know what else to do with it. Toby, however, remained 
on board the old " Porpoise," intending to go round in 
her to Portsmouth, where she was next bound with pro- 
visions. It was no easy matter making a journey in 
the West of Ireland in those days. There were the 
coaches, but they were liable to upset and to be robbed. 

Althoughy therefore, posting was dear, Pat settled 
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that such was the only becoming way for the widow of 
the " Grecian's " late boatswain to travel. My mother 
at length consented to go part of the way in a coach, 
performing the remainder, in a chaise, when no coach 
was available. 

The place for which we were bonnd was Ballybmree, 
a town, it called itself, on the west coast of the green 
island. Her father. Mat Dwyer, Esq. he signed himself, 
and her mother, were both alive, and she had a nnmber 
of brothers and sisters, and a vast nnmber of consins to 
boot. But I must reserve an account of our reception 
at Kincurran Castle, for so my grandfather called his 
abode, for another chapter. 




CHAPTER XI. 

|EN, my boy, you are approaching the home 
of your ancestors," exclaimed Pat Brady, 
who was seated on the box of the old bat- 
tered yellow post-chaise, on the roof of 
which I had perched myself, while my poor mother sat 
in solitude inside. " They are an honoured race, and 
mighty respected in the country. You will see the top 
of the ould Castle before long if you keep a bright look- 
out, and a hearty welcome we'll be after getting when 
they see us all arrive in this dignified way — just like 
a great foreign ambassador going to court. It is a fine 
coimthry this of ours, Ben, barring the roads, which put 
us too much in mind of our run home in the 'Porpoise.' 
But we have mighty fine hills, Ben. Do you see them 
there ? And lakes and streams fuU of big trout, and 
forests. But the bogs, Ben, they beat them all. If it 
was not for them bogs, where should we all be ? Then 



94 ^ BEN BUBTON. 

the roads might be worse, Ben. Hold on there, lad, or 
yon will be sent into the middle of next week, Bnt 
Ben, my boy, as the song says, — 

'* If you'd seen but these roads before they were made, 

Tou would have lift up your hands and blessed General Wade." 

Thns Pat continued running on as he had been 
doing the whole of our journey. It was certainly hard 
work holding on at the top of the chaise, as it went 
pitching and rolling, and tumbling about over the in- 
formed path, which scarcely deserved the name of a 
road. Still every now and then I sprang to my feet to 
look out for the castle which he talked about. I had 
seen of late a good many castles on the coast of the 
Mediterranean, Gfibralta, and Malta besides. I had some 
idea that Rincurran Castle must be a very fine place. 

" Arrah ! Ben, and there it is as large as life. - Sure 
it's a grand mansion, barring it's a little out of repair ! " 
shouted Pat, as, turning an angle of the road, we came 
in sight of a tall stone, dilapidated building, with a 
court-yard in front, and two round pillars on either side 
of the entrance-gate. The pigs had possession of the 
chief part of the yard, which was well littered for their 
accommodation, leaving but a narrow way up to the 
entrance-door. 

I quickly scrambled down from the roof to assist Pat 
Brady in helping my mother out of the chaise. Poor 
dear, overcome by her feelings, she was leaning back, 
almost fainting, and scarcely able to move. At length 
the door opened, and an old gentleman in a scratch wig, 
with an ominously red nose, and clothed in a costume 
which, in its condition, greatly resembled his habita- 
tion. An old lady followed him, somewhat more neatly 
dressed, who, on seeing my mother, hastened to the 
door to receive her. 

"What ! is this our daughter Mary ?" exclaimed the 
old gentleman; " and that young spalpeen, can that be 
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her boy ?" he added, looking at me in a way which did 
not seem to argue much ajffection. 

" Of course it is, Mat ; and is it you. Mat, the head of 
the Dwyers, not remembering your childer ?*' exclaimed 
the old lady, casting on him a scornful glance. On this 
my grandfather gave my mother a paternal kiss, a repe- 
tition of which I avoided by slipping round on the other 
side, where Pat caught me, and presented me to the old 
lady. She then took me in her arms and gave me an 
affectionate embrace. The tears dropped from her eyes 
as she looked at my mother's pale countenance and 
widow's dress. 

" I don't ask what has happened, Mary," she said ; 
" but though the one for whom you forsook all is gone, 
you are welcome back to the old home, child." 

" Ay, that you are, Mary ! " exclaimed my grand- 
father, warming up a little. " To be sure, grand as it 
once was, it has been inclined for many a day to be 
tumbling about our ears. But it will last my day, and 
there is small chance of your brothers, Jim, or Pat, or 
Terence ever wishing to come and stop here, even if it's 
living they are when I am put under the green turf." 

While Pat was settling with the post-boy, my grand- 
mother conducted my mother and me into the parlour. 
The more elegant portions of furniture, if they ever 
existed, had disappeared, and a table, with a number of 
wooden-bottomed chairs and a huge ill-stuffed sofa, were 
all that remained. A picture of my grandfather in a 
hunting-suit, and a few wretched daubs, part of them 
of sporting scenes and part of saints, adorned the walls. 
Such was the appearance of the chief room in Rincurran 
Castle. My aunts were not at home, two of them having 
ridden to market, and the others being on a visit to 
some neighbours. At length two of them came riding 
up on rough, ungroomed ponies, with baskets on their 
arms. Having taken off the saddles, they sent tl2L<^\£ 
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animals to find their way by themselves into the open 
stable, while they entered the house to greet my mother. 
They were not ill-looking women, with rather large fea- 
tures, and fine eyes, but as unlike my mother as could , 
well be. So also were my other two aunts, who shortly 
after came in. They all, however, gave their sister 
Mary a hearty welcome, and with better tact than might 
have been expected, made no inquiries about her hus- 
band, her dress showing them that he was gone. I 
found that she had been brought up by a sister of her 
mother's — a good Protestant woman, residing near Cork, 
where my father had met her. My grandfather was a 
Komanist, though my grandmother still remained as she 
had originally been, a Protestant. The rest of her 
daughters attended the B*omish chapeL My mother 
had not been at home since she was quite a girl, and I 
soon found had entirely forgotten her family's way of 
living, and their general habits and customs. She there- 
fore very soon began to regret that she had not accepted 
Lieutenant Schank's invitation to visit his family. Pat 
Brady made himself very agreeable to his cousins, and 
had such wonderful stories to tell them that he was 
a great favourite. I had plenty to amuse me ; but there 
seemed very little probability of my getting the educa- 
tion which Captain Oliver had recommended. The 
castle also was not over well provisioned, potatoes and 
butter-milk fonping the staple of our meals, with an 
over abundance of pork whenever a pig was killed ; but 
as it was necessary to sell the better portions of each 
animal to increase the family income, the supply was 
only of an intermittent character. My grandfather made 
up for the deficiency by copious potations of whisky ; 
but as my mother objected to my following his example 
I was frequently excessively hungry. I was not surprised 
therefore that my uncles did not often pay the paternal 
mansion a visit ; they all considering themselves above 
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manual labour, in consequence of being ^ons of a 
squireen, were living on their wits in various parts of 
the world, so I concluded from the bits of information I 
picked up about them. 

I could not help remarking the contrast between 
Bincurran Castle and Mr. Schank's neat little cottage 
in Lincolnshire ; the cleanliness and comfort of one, and 
the dirt and disorder and discomfort of my grandfather's 
abode. My mother, who had sufficient means to live 
comfortably by herself, had had no intention of remain- 
ing long with her parents, but had purposed taking a 
cottage in the neighbourhood. When she discovered 
the state of things at home she had offered to assist in 
the household expenses, and having done this her family 
were doubly anxious to retain her. As, however, she 
found it impossible to mend matters, she resolved to 
carry out her original intention. The search for a house 
was an object of interest. In a short time she discovered 
one at the further end of Ballyburee, which, if not per- 
fection, was sufficient to satisfy her wishes. Here, at 
the end of a couple of months, she removed, in spite of 
the disinterested entreaties of her relatives that she 
should take up her permanent abode with them. Her 
health soon improved, and I grew fatter than I had been 
since I landed on the shores of old Ireland. 

Our new abode, though very much smaller than Rin- 
curran Castle, was considerably neater, yet not altogether 
such as would be considered tidy in England. The 
roof was water-tight, and the chimneys answered their 
object of carrying up the smoke from the fire beneath^ 
The view from the fit)nt window was extensive, ranging 
down the broad and unpaved street, along which I could 
watch the boys chasing their pigs to market, seated on 
the hinder parts of donkeys, urging them forward by the 
blows of their shillalahs. Now and then we enjoyed 
the spectacle of a marriage party returning from the 

H 
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chapel, at the further end of the street, or still more 
boisterous funeral procession ; when, of course, as Pat 
Brady observed, " It 'ud be showing small honour to 
the decased if all the mourners weren't respectably 
drunk, barring the praist, and bad luck to him if he 
could not stand up steady at the end of the grave. Sure 
he couldn't have a head for his office." 

Such, however, as was our new house, my poor 
mother was glad to get it. We had been located there 
two or three weeks, and my mother had now time to 
give me some instruction in the arts of reading and 
writing. She was thus engaged, leaning over the book 
placed on her lap by the side of which I stood,, when we 
were startled by a voice which said, "Top of the morning 
to you. Mistress Burton." 

We looked up, and there stood in the doorway a 
rubicund-nosed gentleman, in a green coat and huge 
wonderfttlly gay coloured cravat, leather breeches, and 
top-boots, mth a hnnting-whip nnder his am,, a peony 
in his button-hole, and a white hat which he flourished 
in his right hand, while he kept scraping with his feet, 
making his spurs jingle. 

" Your servant, Mistress Burton. It is mighty 
touching to the heart to see a mother engaged as you 
are, and faith I would not have missed the sight for a 
thousand guineas, paid down on the nail. Ah I Mistress 
Burton, it reminds me of days gone by, but I won't say 
I have no hopes that they will ever return," and our 
visitor twisted his eyes about in what I thought a very 
queer way, trying to look sentimental. 

"To what cause do I owe this visit, Mr. GiUooly?" 
asked my mother, perhaps not altogether liking his 
looks, for I rather think his feelings had been excited 
by a few sips of potheen. Her natural politeness, how- 
ever, induced her to rise and oflfer him a chair, into 
which, after a few more scrapes and flourishes of the 
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hat, lie sank down, placing his beaver and his whip 
npon it by his side. 

" It is mightily yon bring to my mind my dear de- 
parted Mistress Gillooly," he exclaimed, looking very 
strangely I thonght at my mother. " She was the best 
of wives, and if she was alive she wonld be after telling 
yon that I was the best of hnsbands, bnt she has gone 
to glory, and the only little pledge of our affection has 
gone after her ; and so. Mistress Burton, I am left a 
lone man in this troublesome world. And sure. Mistress 
Burton, the same is your lot I am after thinking, but 
there is an old saying, ' Off with the old love and on with 
the new;' and, oh! Mistress Burton, it would be a 
happy thing if that could come true between two people 
I am thinking of." 

My mother might have thought this very plain speak- 
ing, but she pretended not to understand Mr. Gillooly, 
and made no answer. 

" Is it silence gives consent ? " he exclaimed at last, 
with one of those queer turns of his eyes, stretching out 
his hands towards my mother. 

• *^ Really, Mr. Gillooly, seeing I have been a widow 
scarcely a year, and have seen but little of you at my 
father's house, I cannot help thinking this is strange 
langunge for you to use. I loved my husband, and I 
only v^ish to live for the sake of our boy, and I hope 
this answer will satisfy you." • 

"But when you have seen more of me. Mistress 
Burton, ye'U be after giving a different answer," ex- 
claimed our visitor. " Ye'U be after making a sweet 
mistress for Ballyswiggan Hall, and it's there I'd like to 
see ye, in the place of the departed Molly Gillooly. It 
was the last words she said to me — * Ye'll be after getting 
another partner when I'm gone, Dominic, won't ye 
now ? ' and I vowed by all the holy saints that I would 
obey her wishes, though to be plain with you^ M\&^^'^'c^ 
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Burton, 1 little thought I could do so to my heart's 
content, as I did when I first set my eyes on yonr fair 
countenance." 

Much more to the same effect did Mr. Gillooly utter^ 
without, however, I have reason to believe, making any 
impression on my mother's heart. Without rudeness 
she could not get rid of him ; and he, believing that he 
was making great way in her affection, was. in no wise 
inclined to depart. Mr. Gillooly, I may remark, was a 
friend of my grandfather's, a squireen, with a mansion of 
similar description to Rincurran Castle, though some- 
what less dilapidated. His property enabled him to keep 
a good horse, drink whisky, wear decent clothes, attend 
all wakes, marriages, and fairs, and other merrymakings, 
and otherwise lead a completely idle life. Mr. Gillooly's 
visit had extended to a somewhat unconscionable length, 
when a rap was heard at the door, and my mother told 
me to run and open it ; observing as she did so, " It's 
not all people who so want manners as not to knock 
before they intrude into a lone woman's house." 

This severe remark of my gentle mother, showed me 
that she was by this time considerably annoyed by our 
visitor's continued presence. The person who now 
entered wore a brown suit, with a low-crowned hat on 
the top of his curled wig. I recognised him as Mr. 
Timothy Laffan, one of the lawyers of Ballybruree. 
Though short, he was a broad-shouldered, determined- 
looking man, with a nose which could scarcely be more 
flattened than it was, and twinkling grey eyes which 
looked out knowingly from under his shaggy eyebrows. 
He cast an inquisitive glance round, and then paying 
his respects to my mother, took the seat which I brought 
him. 

" A good boy, Ben," he said, patting my head. " I 

came to see how you were getting on in your new house, 

Mrs. JBnrton, as is my duty as a neighbour. Your 
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servant, Mr. Gillooly. I was after thinking that the 
next time yon came into Balljbmree ye would be giving 
me a call to settle about that little affair. There's 
nothing like the present time, and may be you will stop 
at my oiKce as you go by, and arrange the matter off- 
hand." % 

Tho lawyer's eyes twinkled as he spoke. Mr. Gillooly 
began to fidget in his chair, and his countenance grew 
redder and redder. He cast a glance at his whip and 
hat. Suddenly seizing them, he paid a hurried adieu 
to my mother, and turning to the lawyer, added, " Your 
servant, Tim Laffan. I will be after remembering what 
you say ;" and away he bolted out of the door. 

I almost expected to hear the lawyer utter a crow of 
victory, for his comical look of triumph clearly showed 
his feelings. I had reason to believe that he also was a 
suitor for the hand of my mother, but I do not think 
he gained much by his stratagem. Her feelings were 
aroused and irritated, and at length he also took his 
departure, after expressing a tender interest in her 
welfare. 




CHAPTER XII. 

|Y mother's good looks, amiable disposition, 
^nd reputed fortune, raised up a host of ad- 
mirers, greatly to her annoyance, for she had, 
or fully thought she had, made up her mind 
to live a widow ; or at all events, as she told my Aunt 
Ellen, if she married any one it should be a sailor, in 
respect to my father's memory. I liked Ellen more 
than any of my other relations. She was more like 
my mother than the rest of her sisters. She hsji 
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much of my mother's beauty, though with more animal 
spirits, and was altogether on a larger scale, as I think 
I have said. She was engaged to marry a certain 
Mr. Pat Kilcnllin, who I heard was a gentleman of pro- 
perty some distance farther west ; and that he had a real 
castle and a good estate, somewhat incumbered to be 
sure, as became his old family and position. How many 
hundreds or thousands a year it might once have pro- 
duced I do not know ; but as he and his father before 
him, and his grandfather, and other remote ancestors 
had generally taken care to spend double their income, 
it could not but be supposed that he and they were 
occasionally in difficulties. As, however, his father had 
lived, so my intended uncle purposed living also. I will 
not describe the wedding further than to say that my 
grandfather was nearly out and out ruined by it. He 
and his guests all got gloriously drunk. Mr. GiUooly 
and Tim Lafian fell out about my mother, and came to 
blows in her presence. They were separated by two of 
the other guests — a certain Dan Hogan, a good-looking 
exciseman, who was also a suitor for her hand, and Gap- 
tain Michael Tracy, the master of a merchantman, who 
had lately come home after a few successful trading 
voyages to the West Indies. As he, however, was the 
most sober of the party, he came worst off in the fray, 
and had not my mother come to his rescue with the aid 
of her sisters, he would, I have an idea, have been 
severely handled. Whether or not he was touched by 
this exhibition of her courage I do not know ; but he cer- 
tainly from that day forward became her warm admirer, 
and certainly if she showed a preference to any one it 
was to him. I did not suppose I had so maoy relations 
in the world as turned up at that feast, of high and low 
degree, the greater number, however, it must be con- 
fessed, were of the latter rank. The bride looked beau- 
idfn]^ and the bridegroom in the height of his feelings 
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invited all the guests to pay him a visit that day fort- 
night at Ballyswiggan Castle. The bridegroom was 
taken at his word, and though I rather think my aunt 
Ellen might have been somewhat annoyed, there was no 
means of escaping. My mother was, however, im- 
willing to be present at so nproarions a scene as she 
knew pretty well was likely to take place ; but my grand- 
father and her sisters insisted npon her accompanying 
them, and of course I went with her. Some of the 
guests, however, were not likely to make their appearance, 
and for the best of reasons Mr. Laffan and Dan Hogan 
could not be present, as it was well known that no 
lawyer nor exciseman had ever ventured to set foot in 
the district in which Ballyswiggan Castle was situated. 
Most of the guests went on horseback, as the approach 
was scarcely suited to wheeled carriages. My grand- 
mother was too infirm to move, but my grandfather 
mounted a rawboned hack which had carried him in 
his younger days, and my aunts and mother rode on 
their rough ponies. Pat Brady, who finding himself 
so happy on shore had put off going to sea, and I, rode 
together on a beast which we had borrowed for the 
occasion. 

Ballyswiggan Castle was situated amidst fine wild 
scenery within sound of the roar of the mighty Atlantic. 
The building itself was in a somewhat dilapidated con- 
dition, but exhibited signs of having been once a place 
of importance. Some outhouses had likewise been 
strewn with fresh straw to afford sleeping accommoda- 
tion to a portion of the guests who could not find room 
within, while sheds and bams had been cleared out for 
the reception of their steeds. 

" Ye are welcome to Ballyswiggan, by my faith ye 
are ! " exclaimed Uncle Pat, as our party arrived, a senti- 
ment which was uttered by Aunt Ellen without any 
pretension to mock modesty, while she laughed heartily 
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at the complimentary remarks which were passed on her 
good looks and high spirits. 

" Small blame to Rincniran Castle if I am not a^ter 
getting somewhat stouter here than I did nnder my 
paternal roof," she answered, intending to allude simply 
to the meagre fare of her ancestral mansion, though fix)m 
the giggles of some of the ladies, I rather suspect they 
put a different interpretation upon the remark. To say 
the truth, Ballyswiggan Castle had been stored with all 
sorts of provisions, and no end of casks of whisky, so 
that there appeared little chance of the guests starving 
or having to suffer from dry throats. We, with other 
visitors from a distance, arrived the day before the 
dinner and ball were to take place. On that morning, 
Peter Crean, steward and factotum to my uncle, awoke 
him with the news that a ship of war was beating into 
the Bay, " and sure," he observed, " it would be a fime op- 
portunity, Mr. KilcuUin, to show your loyalty and love to 
His Majesty's government, to invite the oiKcers. They 
will make a fine show in the ball-room too, with their gold 
lace coats, and white breeches, and may be may make 
some of the gentlemen jealous, and just bring matters to 
a close, which have been kept off and on for some months 
past. The mothers will be pleased, and the girls will be 
thanking you from the bottom of their hsarts." 

This sage advice was instantly followed by my uncle, 
who, habiting himself in his wedding suit, ordered his 
horse that he might ride down to the Bay, and be early 
on board to give the proposed invitation. There were no 
fears about it being accepted, and as may be supposed, it 
formed the subject of conversation at the breakfast- table 
when it was announced where my uncle had gone. His 
return was accordingly looked for with no little anxiety, 
especially by the young ladies of the party, including my 
three spinster aunts. Mr. Kilcullin was not very long 
absent. 
^' They will all come!" he exclaimed, throwing np 
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his hat, " and faith, they're a fine set of gentlemen. She 
is a frigate, they tell me, but her name has escaped me, 
and it is my belief they will toe and heel it with the 
best of you, gentlemen, and may do something towards 
breaking the hearts of some of you young ladies. How- 
ever, we will do our best to make them welcome, for 
the honour of ould Ireland." 

As the hour of dinner approached, the guests began 
to arrive in considerable numbers ; and carts, and cars, 
and waggons came bumping and thumping over the 
uneven path, though the greater part made their appear- 
ance on horseback. I was looking out of a window 
which commanded the approach to the castle, when I 
saw coming along the road a large party of naval 
oiKcers, whose well-known uniform I at once recog- 
nised as they drew nearer, and I fancied I knew two of 
those who led the way. On they came : I could not be 
mistaken. There was Captain Oliver and Lieutenant 
Schank, and several other oiKcers and midshipmen 
whom I remembered on board the " Grecian." I ran 
to my poor mother with delight to tell her this. She 
turned pale, recollecting the sorrow she had gone 
through when last she saw them. 

" I cannot face them," she said ; " but you go, Ben ; 
they will be glad to see you ; I should feel out of 
place in their company, and though my family may be 
as good as that of many among them, they knew me 
under such difierent circumstances, that I should not 
like to be sitting at table with them." 

On hearing my mother make these remarks, I too 
was seized with a bashful fit, but she insisted on my 
going- down to meet them, and at length, mustering 
courage, I ran down stairs. Captain Oliver did not at 
first know me, but Mr. Schank recognised me at once. 

" What, Ben, my boy, " what brings you here ? " he 
exclaimed. 

I soon explained that Mr. KilcuWm \i»»^ Ta».Ttv^^ 
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my aunt, and that my mother and I were among the 
guests. 

, " Ah ! I always thought she was above her position 
on board," he observed to Captain Oliver, who, when 
he found out who I was, shook me warmly by the 
hand. 

" Well, Ben, recollect I shall keep to my promise, 
and when your mother can spare you, I will take you 
with me." 

" I hope we shall see her, Ben," observed Mr. Schank, 
kindly ; " I should like to shake hands with her." I 
told him how she felt on the subject. 

" Oh ! " he said, " that cannot signify. Tell her we 
shall not half enjoy the evening unless she comes 
down." The oiKcers now arrived in the entrance hall, 
where my uncle and aunt were standing to welcome 
their guests. Of course they received them with all 
due honour. 

" We're in a wild part of the country. Captain Oliver 
and gentlemen, but we will show you, at all events, 
that we have hospitable intentions^ however roughly we 
may carry them out," said my uncle. 

The great dining-hall was very soon filled, and 
several adjoining rooms, the guests of inferior quaHty, 
of whom there were a good many, making themselves 
happy in separate parties wherever they could find 
room to sit down. Among those most active in attend- 
ing to the wants of the guests, and directing the other 
serving-men, were Peter Crean and Pat Brady, who was 
a host in himself, for though second cousin to the bride, 
he did not at all object to acting the part of a servant. 
As room was scarce, I was among the pic-nickers out- 
side. The feast was progressing, when I saw Pat Brady 
come up to Peter Crean, pulling, for him, a wonder- 
fully long face. 

^^ Faith, Peter!" I heard him say, "I do not at all 
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like Ms looks. There's a hang-dog expression about 
him, and to my mind he's a bailiff in disguise ! " 

"A what?" exclaimed Peter. "Has one of them 
vipers ventured into the neighbourhood of Ballyswig- 
gan ? Faith, then, it would have been better for him 
had he never seen this part of the country, for it will 
never do to let him go boasting that he set his foot in 
it without being discovered. Where is he ?" 

" He is just now outside the gate," answered Pat ; 
" but I told two or three of the boys to keep him talk- 
ing, and on no account to let him come beyond it. I 
think they have just got an idea that he will not be 
altogether a welcome guest." 

" I have no doubt who he is, then," observed Peter 
Crean. " I have been expecting him. And, sure, he 
must not see the master, or he would be spoiling the 
fun of to-day, and for many a long day afterwards. 
Here, Pat, you go and talk to him, and I will just make 
arrangements to receive him." 

Peter Crean was a man of action. A small room 
v^as cleared of visitors, a table prepared with viands 
and various liquors. This done, Peter hurried out to 
receive the guest. His suspicions were thoroughly 
confirmed on his inspection of the man. 

" Your name, sir," he said, " that I may make you 
welcome to Ballyswiggan Castle. My master is just 
now particularly engaged with a few guests, but he wiU 
be happy to see you when the wine is on the table, and 
in the meantime, you will just come in and satisfy your 
appetite. You have had a long ride since you took 
anything to eat, barring maybe the whisky, which is 
not quite so rare on the road." 

"My name is Jonas Quelch, at your service," an- 
swered the stranger, " and I come from England, though 
I have been living for some time in Dublin. It's a fine 
city, that Dublin." 
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"Faith it is, Mr. Quelch," observed Crean; "and 
fine people in it, and rogues in it, and ihe rognes some- 
times come out of it, and when they do thej are pretty 
glad to get back again, for we don't like rogues in these 
parts, Mr. Quelch. But I will not keep you sitting on 
your horse ; that will be taken to the stable, and you 
will just come in, as I said, and partake of the scanty 
fare this poor part of the country can afford." 

He spoke in a satirical tone. Mr. Quelch, holding 
his riding- whip in his hand, as if for defence, followed 
him into the house. Peter Crean was, however, all 
courtesy and attention. He entreated his visitor to 
make himself at home, and helped him abundantly to 
the good things in the dishes placed before him, nor 
did he omit to ply him with whisky. Glass upon glass 
he induced him to pour down his throat, till I began to 
wonder how he could swallow so much without incon- 
venience. He was evidently a hardened vessel. Crean, 
however, had not yet done with him. He now placed 
before him a flagon of claret. 

" Faith, this is the stuff for a gentleman," he observed. 
"You may just empty the bottle, and feel none the 
worse, but rather much the better than when you 
began." 

The stranger, nothing loath, followed the advice of 
the steward. By degrees, however, Mr. Quelch's speech 
became thick, and his conversation more and more in- 
coherent. Crean watched him with a wicked look in 
his eyes, continuing to press the liquor more and more 
warmly upon him. 

" Come, now, Mr. Quelch, just let's begin another 
bottle. I have always found, where one bottle confuses 
a man's head, a second one puts him all to rights again. 
Now, I should not be surprised but that you are begin- 
ning to feel a little fuddled." 
■^ '' Ton are right, friend," answered Mr. Quelch, though 
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the words were jerked out in a maimer indicative of his 
state. 

" Just so ; and now follow my advice. Take the 
other bottle to cure yon. We never like a stranger to 
come to this part of old Ireland without showing him 
due hospitality." 

Mr. Quelch, unaccustomed to claret, drank it as he 
would beer, and before he had finished the second bottle, 
on the top of almost an equal quantity of whisky, his 
head began to nod, and finally it dropped down on the 
table, where he let it remain, completely overcome. 




CHAPTER XIII. 

WAS describing, at the end of jny last 
chapter, my uncle's uninvited guest — Jonas 
Quelch — dead drunk with his head on the 
table. I sat at the further end of the room 
watching proceedings. Peter Crean gave a well- satis- 
fied nod, and then left the room. In a short time he 
returned with Pat Brady, and a bundle of papers in his 
hand. Without much ado they commenced an exami- 
nation of the pockets of the stranger, and produced 
from them several documents. One of them, as Peter 
ran his eyes over it, seemed to excite his excessive 
indignation. However, producing one from among his 
own papers, of a similar size and appearance, he sat 
down and^wrote off several paragraphs, which seemed to 
afford him and Pat infinite amusement. . This, with 
some other papers, which he had taken from the 
stranger's pockets, he then returned to them. This 
done, he and Pat having removed* the provisions and 
jugs, left the stranger still sleeping with his head Y^-e^V 
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ing on his arms as before. I soon got tired of watch- 
ing, and made my way into the banqueting hall, from 
which shonts of boisterous merriment were proceed- 
ing. His guests were, indeed, doing ample justice to 
my new uncle's good cheer, and speeches and songs 
were succeeding each other in rapid succession. Some- 
times, indeed, two or three of the guests seemed dis- 
posed to sing or speak at the same time, one exciting 
the other, and adding not a little to the Babel of tongues. 
At this state of affairs the ladies took their departure, 
though not without several gentlemen rushing after 
them to bring them back. "Are ye after leaving us 
without a sun in the firmament ! " exclaimed one. 
" The stars are going out, ^nd we shall be in darkness 
presently," cried another. " A garden without roses 
is a sorry garden, by my faith ! " exclaimed a third. 
" What shall we do without those beautiful eyes beam- 
ing out on us ?" shouted a fourth. 

However, in spite of the flatteries and efforts of Mr. 
Tim Gillooly and his companions, for he was among the 
most demonstrative of the party, the ladies made their 
escape to an upper room. Curiosity at length prompted 
me to go back and see what had become of the stranger. 
As I entered the room, he lifted up his head and looked 
about him, evidently wondering where he was. At 
length he rose to his feet, and with unsteady steps 
began to pace backwards and forwards. 

" This won't do," he said to himself. " I am not in 
a fit condition, I have a notion, to execute this writ. 
However, it must be done. That liquor was not bad, 
or I should not feel as comfortable as I do. If now I 
can get a basin of water and pour some of the cold 
liquid down my throat I shall be soon all to rights again. 
I wonder when that foolish old steward will come back. 
He seemed to fancy that I had some favour to bestow 
on his master by the way he treated me. However, 
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these Irish have very poor wits, and it is no hard mat- 
ter to impose on them." 

While he was speaking, Peter opened the door. The 
stranger made his request, with which he promised to 
comply. In a short time, Pat appeared with a basin 
and a jug of water. " I am your man now," exclaimed 
Mr. Quelch, having dipped his head several times in the 
cold water, " and shall be happy to pay my respects to 
yonr master." 

" To be snre, sir, to be snre," answered Pat. " He is 
with his friends in the great hall, and yon will be wel- 
come as all gentlemen from England are snre to be. 
You have only to go in and make your bow and give 
your message, and depend upon it you will get a civil 
answer, whatever else you get, and be requested to sit 
down and make yourself happy with the rest." 

Peter, on this, led the way, followed by Mr. Quelch. 
He did not observe that a number of women and others 
who had been feasting outside brought up the rear. A 
large party followed him into the hall, where he en- 
quired for Mr. Kilcullin, as he said, that he might make 
no mistake. " There he is to be sure, at the end of his 
table, where a gentleman, with a beautiful wife always 
should be," answered Peter, pointing to the lord of the 
mansion, who, with his guests, appeared to be enjoying 
himself amazingly without any consciousness of the 
approach of a bailiff. 

" Your servant, sir," said Mr. Quelch, advancing to- 
wards him, and drawing from his pocket a long docu- 
ment. 

" The same to you, I beg your pardon, what is your 
name ? " said Mr. Kilcullin, with a complacent smile. 
" You are welcome to Bally swiggan, as all hones tmen 
are, and if they are not honest, by the powers they had 
better keep away ! And what is that paper with which 
you are about to favour me ? " 
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" Perhaps, sir, you will read it," said Mr. Qnelcb, 
with a somewhat doubtful expression in his countenance. 

" Certainly ! " exclaimed my new uncle, " with the 
greatest pleasure in the world. Now listen, friends and 
gentlemen all. This is to give notice to all present 
that the bearer — Jonas Quelch — ^has come across the 
Channel to the west side of ould Ireland, on a fool's 
errand. There are many more like him, may be, but he 
must understand that he will have to go back the way 
he came, or else consent to be deported forthwith to the 
coast of Africa, to live henceforth among the black sons 
of the soil, for whom alone he is a fit associate." 

The astonishment of Mr. Quelch on hearing this, 
knew no bounds. Scarcely recovered from the effects 
of his ample potations, the little sense he possessed 
entirely forsook him. He began to storm and swear, 
and declared that he had been vilely tricked. Loud 
peals of laughter from the guests present were the only 
answer he received. 

" Come, come, Mr. Quelch ! " exclaimed Peter Crean, 
touching him on the shoulder. " You have your choice, 
my boy, but, by my faith, if you go on- abusing Irish 
gentlemen in this fashion, you will be sent off sooner 
than a Kilkenny cow can leap over the moon to the 
country where the niggers come from, and it will be no 
easy matter for you to find your way back again, I'm 
after thinking." This answer only increased the anger 
of the unhappy bailiff. The consequence was that he 
found himself seized by several of the men around, and 
amid the varied cries of the guests quickly hurried out 
of the hall. Derisive shouts of laughter followed the 
unhappy man as he was carried away. Most of the 
guests had, in their time, taken part in a similar drama 
to that which was about to be enacted, and knew full 
well how the man was to be treated. The carouse con- 
tinued till it was time to clear the room for the ball. 
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Several of- the guests had to be borne off, and their 
heads bathed in cold water to make them fit com- 
panions for the ladies in the dance. Meantime, Jonas 
Qnelch was carried back to the room he had left, where 
Crean plied him with a farther snpplj of whiskj tinder 
the excuse of keeping up his spirits. 

" Faith, mj friend, we bear you no ill-will," observed 
the steward, " but you should have known that in this 
part of ould Ireland, it's against the law to execute 
writs. Such a thing never has been done, and it would 
be contrary to our consciences ever to allow it to be 
done, and, therefore, though it's your masters are to 
blame, it's you who will have to bear the consequences." 

Mr. Quelch, however, by the time these remarks were 
made, was scarcely in a condition to understand their 
full meaning ; and he was shortly again reduced very 
much to the condition in which he had been before 
he had gone into the hall. At this juncture a party 
of men entered the room, one of them telling him that 
they had come to conduct him on board the ship which 
was to convey him to the coast of Africa. In vain he 
urged that he had no wish to go there, and that he 
would do anything, even to going back to the country from 
which he had come, if that would satisfy them. No 
excuses, however, were available. Away he was carried, 
in spite of all his struggles, down to the sea-shore, where 
a boat was waiting, as he was told, for him. As I 
preferred remaining to see the dancing, I can only give 
the story as I afterwards heard it. In spite of his 
struggles he was placed in the boat, which immediately 
pulled off into the bay, where he quickly found himself 
/transferred on board a vessel which lay thereat anchor. 
He was carried down below, and placed in a small cabin 
by hmself. 

" We will treat you decently," said one of the men, 
who appeared to be the leader of the party. " There 

I 
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are just two things you will have to do you must under- 
stand, or haye a chance of being knocked on the head. 
You must not attempt to get out, and you must ask no 
questions. It is to the coast of Africa we are going to 
carry you, and to the coast of Africa you must go. The 
voyage will not be a long one if we have a fair breeze, 
and they are dsicent sort of people where we are going 
to land you ; may be they will make you a prince of 
their country, and let you marry a princess, but you 
will understand that if you love your life, on the shores 
of ould Ireland again you will never venture to set 
foot." 

The unfortunate Mr. Quelch could make no resistance. 
All his expostulations were in vain. He heard, as he 
fancied, the anchor being got up and sail made, and 
was fully under the impression that he had begun the 
voyage which was to carry him away for ever from his 
native land. The man who had first spoken to him 
again came below. 

" We wish to treat you as a jintleman, though may 
be it's more than you deserve," he said, " so we will not 
stint you in liquor. You shall have as much as you 
can pour down your throat, for I have a notion you will 
not get an over abundant supply when you reach 
Africa, It's a fine country, I am told, though a little 
more sandy than ould Ireland." 

As may have been discovered, one of Quelch's failings 
was his fondness for liquor, and he soon imbibed enough 
to bring him into a state of unconsciousness. He thus 
had very little idea how the time passed. As soon as 
he awoke he found another bottle placed by his side. 
Thus he could not tell whether he had been days or 
weeks on board the ship. All that he knew was, that 
he had been fearfally tossed about, and often horribly 
uncomfortable. It had not occurred to him to feel his 
beard, in so confused a state was his mind. At length 
lie heard the Captain's voice calling him. 
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" Come Tip, if you please, Mr. Qnelcb, we are off the 
coast of Africa, and it is time for yon to be on shore. 
We will jnst see yon comfortably landed, and then wish 
yon farewell." 

The shades of evening were jnst settling down over 
the land, when Mr. Qnelch made his appearance on the 
deck. He conld not distinguish objects distinctly, but 
he saw before him high hills and a sandy beach. On 
looking over the side he discovered a boat with six 
black men in her. 

" Good-bye, Mr. Quelch," cried the friendly Captain, 
as he took Mr. Quelch's arm. " Grood luck go with 
you. May be the niggers will look after you when 
they have put you on shore, but don't trust them too 
much, for it's small love they have for white men." 

Poor Qnelch did not feel very comfortable on hearing 
this, but though inclined to resist, the butt end of a 
pistol which was sticking out of the Captain's belt, and 
which that gentleman significaiitly began to handle, 
reminded him that resistance was useless. With a 
trembling heart, he stepped into the boat. He was 
soon conveyed on shore. From the suppressed laughter 
of the crew, and from the broad grin which, as far as 
he could distinguish, appeared on their countenances, 
he had an idea that they were inclined to be amused at 
his expense. 

" Dare, massa," said one of them, " step on shore. 
Welcome to Africa. Make yourself at home. De king 
of de country come and see you by-and-by. He very 
fond of eating men, but no eat you, me hope." 

Poor Jonas was compelled to obey, and being placed 
on shore the boat again pulled away. Soon after she 
had disappeared round a rocky point he heard loud 
shouts coming from inland, and looking up he saw, to 
his horror and dismay, several black men dancing and 
shrieking, and shewing by their gestures their intention 
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of coming down, and of making him tlie chief article of 
their snpper. He was now utterly overcome with 
terror, and dared not leave the shore lest he shonld fall 
into the hands of his enemies. Yet, as he had not been 
sapplied with food or water, he was nnder the dread of 
dying from hunger or thirst. He sat himself down 
disconsolately on a rock. The shouts continued round 
and above him, which made him shrink within himself 
for fear. 

" Oh, if ever I get back home to England it is the last 
time that I will undertake to serve a writ in the West 
of Ireland, at all events," he said, over and over again 
to himself. Still the savages did not descend, though 
he every instant expected to see them rushing towards 
him. At length the sounds ceased, and he sat himself 
down on the rock, where he remained all the night 
long, afraid of moving lest he should find himself 
attacked by them. 

The morning broke. He saw a large ship in the 
offing, and after some time a boat left her side and came 
towards the spot where he was sitting. " Oh ! " he 
thought to himself, '* if I could get on board that ship 
how happy I should be." No sooner did the boat's bow 
touch the sand than he ran towards her. <' Oh ! take 
me on board ! take me on board out of this savage 
land ! " he exclaimed. " I will do anything to serve 
you ! I will make myself generally useful on board ! 
There is nothing I will not do. Oh! take me away 
out of the power of these blackamoors ! " 

"Tou may enter as a seaman, perhaps," answered 
the midshipman, in command of the boat. "If you 
will promise to do that, we will take you on board, but 
we have no idlers, and if you do not know your duty* 
you must learn it as quickly as you can." 

Without further ado Quelch was lifted into the boat, 
>7hich soon returned to the frigate. He found that she 
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was the " Grecian " frigate, and that she was standing 
on and off the land, waiting to take the Captain and 
some of the officers on board. He, however, was at 
once regularly entered, and found himself speedily 
transferred into a man-of-war's-man. Scarcely had he 
signed the papers, than lend peals of laughter broke 
from the seamen round him, l^one, however, would 
explain the cause of their merriment. At length once 
more the frigate put about and stood towards the land. 
As he gazed at the shore, he could not help fancying 
that its appearance was very much like that of the 
neighbourhood of Ballyswiggan. At length he put the 
question to one of the people standing near him. 

" Why, my boy," was the answer of an old quarter- 
master, "you have been nicely bamboozled. This 
comes of attempting to serve a writ in this part of the 
world. As to the coast of Africa, you have never been 
nearer it than you are at this present moment, nor 
much further from the place from which you started. 
However, take my advice; many a better man than you 
has found himself on board a man of war, and has had 
no cause to regret having done his duty." 

Jonas Quelch had the sense to see the wisdom of this 
counsel, and fortunately, being an unmarried man, made 
the best of his case, and I can answer for it became a 
very fair sailor in a short time, though his besetting 
sin occasionally interfered with his happiness and 
liberty, and brought him more than once into diffi- 
culties. 
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CHAPTER XIY. 

INTERRUPTED my narrative with an ac- 
count of Mr. Jonas Qnelch's adventures, with 
which I shortly afterwards became acquainted. 
I wish I could describe the ball which fol- 
lowed the dinner I have already mentioned ; how perse- 
veringly the ladies danced country dances and jigs, and 
how ftiriously the gentlemen flung about, sprang here 
and there, rushed up and down the room, and performed 
antics of every possible description, such as might have as- 
tonished the more sober professors of the art across the 
channel. My mother stole into a comer of the room, 
where she could see without being observed, and nothing 
would induce her to go further. Although Captaia Oli- 
ver found her out, and entreated her to join in what was 
going forward, she refused to dance even with him. 

" I could not resist joining in the fun as you do, Mrs. 
Burton," said Mr. Schank, " but I am afraid the ladies 
would object to my hopping up and down the room, 
lest I should come down upon their tender feet with 
my timber-toe, so I am obliged to abandon the sport I 
delighted in in my younger days." Mr. Qillooly, also, 
at length discovered her, and was far more persevering 
in his efforts to induce her to take part in the dance, 
though with no more success. 

" Sure, Mistress Burton, you would not be afber 
breaking a jintleman's heart, which is as soft as butther 
whenever he is thinking of you ! " he exclaimed, press- 
ing his hand on his bosom and looking up with an 
expression which he intended to be extremely capti- 
vating. 
^* Indeed, IAt, Gillooly, but it is more likely that any 
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heart you have got would be after melting rather than 
breaking," remarked my mother, observing the fiery 
conntenance and the violent perspiration into which her 
swain had thrown himself. "My dancing days are 
over, and had I not supposed that the gentlemen here 
would have had the good taste not to press me to do 
what I dislike, I should not have ventured into the 
room." 

Nothing abashed, however, by this answer, Mr. Gil- 
looly continued to pour out his compliments into my 
mother's ear, and she had to be still more explicit befbre 
he would receive a refusal. At length he left her, and 
was soon afterwards seen rushing about, as before, with 
one of my aunts, or with some other young lady of 
equal powers of endurance. Captain Oliver, after this, 
sat himself down by my mother's side. 

" Your boy has grown into a fine big lad, he ob- 
served, "and though he is somewhat young, still I 
think he is strong enough to hold his own in a midship- 
man's berth, and if you are disposed to let him go, I 
am ready to take him." 

" A midshipman's berth ! " exclaimed my mother, 
and a choking feeling came into her throat. " Surely 
you cannot intend such advancement to my boy — the 
boatswain's son. I never wished him to be above his 
station, and if he were to rise to be a boatswain like his 
dear father, I should be well contented." 

" Do not say that, Mrs. Burton. His father was a 
fine seaman, and would have been an honour to the 
quarter-deck himself. I promised to befriend your boy, 
and I can do so far more if he is in the rank of a mid- 
shipman than if he is simply one of the ship's boys. 
From what I see of your relations and friends, indeed, 
though to be sure some of their doings are a little 
eccentric compared with our English notions, yet their 
position is such that their young relative should be 
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placed in the rank of a gentleman. Say no more about 
it, I will assist him, and so I am snre will Mr. Schank, 
in procuring his necessary outfit. That matter, therefore, 
need not trouble you, and I hope in a short time that 
he wiU pick up 80 much prize-money that te will be 
able to support himself till he attains the rank of 
lieutenant." 

Of course my mother could offer no objection to this 
very generous proposal. All she pleaded was, that I 
might remain a short time longer with her on shore. 
Lieutenant Schank then came in with a proposal which 
he had to make. It was that she should return to his 
mother's house, where I might employ my time to 
adyantage in obtaining the instruction which I could 
not get at Ballybruree. This offer she gladly accepted. 
Indeed, she told me that she had herself thought of 
returning to Whithyford, in order to avoid the perse- 
vering addresses of Mr. Gillooly and her other admirers. 
The frigate was to remain on the coast for a week or 
ten days, after which time she had been ordered to go 
round to Portsmouth to refit. Captain Oliver, there- 
fore, kindly offered my mother and me a passage, should 
she in the meantime be able to make arrangements for 
her departure. For this proposal she was very grateful. 
A journey across the whole width of Ireland and Eng- 
land was both difficult, hazardous, and very expensive, 
if performed in a comfortable manner. I was delighted 
with the thoughts of meetiug again the Little Lady 
with the kiud Miss Schanks ; for I must confess that 
the habits and customs of my relatives did not suit my 
taste much more than they did that of my mother. As 
to the ball, I need not fui^ther describe it. The ladies 
who came from a distance occupied all the upper rooms 
in the house, while the gentlemen were stowed away in 
the lower rooms and out-houses, many of them, how- 
ever, IitiHe knowing how they got to bed or where they 
were» 
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Great was the lamentation her friends expressed 
when my mother's determination of going to England 
was made known ; indeed, some considered that a de- 
cided insult was offered to her native country. Mr. Gil- 
looly, indeed, made some remarks as to her motiyes, 
which certainly did not further his cause. 

We set off the next day for Ballybruree with the rest 
of our party, my uncle and aunt inviting us to return to 
Ballyswiggan, there to remain till the frigate was ready 
to take us on board. Mr. Tim Laffan, who showed 
much good feeling, undertook to dispose of my mother's 
few possessions, and in the course of a few days, placed 
in her hands a sum which she considered even more 
than their value. 

" Well, Mrs. Burton, I had hoped other things," he 
said, as he shook her warmly by the hand, as she was 
mounting her pony to proceed to Ballyswiggan, " but I 
know enough about ladies* hearts to be aware that 
they are more difficult to manage than the toughest 
lawsuit." 

Dan Hogan was away on duty, and we were off before 
he returned, but Captain Michael Tracy insisted on 
walking by my mother's side all the way to Bally- 
swiggan ; indeed I could not help thinking that if any- 
one was to win her heart, he was likely to be the happy 
man. We had a somewhat moving scene when bidding 
farewell to my grandfather and grandmother. 

The old gentleman, indeed, wept bitterly as he was apt 
to do, especially after his tenth tumbler of whisky and 
water, provided it was of the full strength. I need not 
say anything more about him at present. We reached 
Ballyswiggan Castle in safety, the small amount of pro- 
perty my mother wished to retain following us in a cart. 
Mr. Kilcullin was very kind, and my aunt promised to 
write occasionally, and let us know how the rest of the 
family got on. She was, indeed, the only one Q»i V«t 
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sisters who was much practised in the art of penman- 
ship, the others having spent most of their time in 
gaining a knowledge of horseflesh, in riding np and 
down the country, and in practising certain yf ry useful 
domestic duties. I certainly did feel very proud, and so 
I think did my mother, when the boat from the frigate 
came to fetch us on board, and we were seated in the 
stem sheets with our boxes in the bows, a young mid- 
shipman in a fresh bright uniform steering. A short, 
somewhat stout man pulled tha stroke oar. He looked 
at my mother very hard. At length a beaming smile 
came over his broad countenance, and he could no 
longer help giving her a look of recognition. I thought 
I knew him. He was no other than my old friend, 
Toby Kiddle. Still, as the midshipman treated us with 
so much respect, he evidently thought it did not become 
him to address us. Our friends on shore, I should have 
said, saluted us with loud shouts as we pushed off. 
*' Long life to Ben Burton ! " cried a voice. " May he 
live to be an admiral, and an honour to old Ireland, and 
may he never forget the land of his ancestors." My 
mother waved an adieu. Her heart was too full with a 
variety of emotions to speak. 

"Is Ben Burton your name ?" said the midshipman, 
looking at me. " I understand you are going to join us. 
Tou are a lucky chap, for our ship is a happy one, and 
we are likely to see a good deal of service." 

When we got on board, one of the first people I set 
eyes on was Pat Brady. 

" I could not help it, Ben," he said. " Some of the 
boys got round me and talked of old times, and faith, 
though I was living on shore like a gintleman, after all 
I could not resist the look of the trim frigate, and the 
thoughts of the fighting and the fun on board. But 
Ben, I hear you are to be one of the young gintlemen, 
and I know my place too well and your interests ever 
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to be claiming relationsliip with yon. Yon will nnder- 
stand that, Ben. If ever yon can do me a good tnm I 
am snre yon will, and I need not tell yon that when we 
are boarding an enemy's ship, and yon are in the thickest 
of the fan, Pat Brady won't be far off yonr side. Jnst 
tell yonr mother that, for may be I may not have an 
opportunity of speaking to her as I would wish." 

"He is a good honest fellow, that consin of onrs," 
said my mother when I told her. " It is jnst like him, 
and I am very thankful to think that you have so true 
a friend among the men. If you behave wisely and 
kindly to them, depend upon it you will always be able 
to get work done, when others much older than yourself 
will fail, and that more than anything else will gain 
you the approval of your superior officers." 

The third lieutenant of the frigate had gone home 
on sick leave, and his cabin was given up^ to my mother.. 
She told me she felt very strange occupying a berth afb 
when she had been so long accustomed to one in the 
fore part of the ship. It was satisfactory to see as 
much attention paid her as if she had always occupied 
the position of a lady. Indeed I may say with satis- 
faction that she was well deserving of all the attention 
paid her, while in her manner and conversation she was 
thoroughly the lady. I was said to take after her, and, 
at the risk of being considered vain and egotistical, it is 
satisfactory to believe I did. " It would be a shame 
not to place that boy on the quarter-deck," I heard the 
Captain observe to Mr. Schank one day, when he was 
not aware how near I was. "He looks, and is, 
thoroughly the gentleman, and will make a smart young 
officer, depend on that." 

I was delighted to find myself on board ship again, 
and if the choice had been given .me I suspect that I 
should have remained, rather than have accompanied 
my mother back to Whithyford. After we had do\sXi\sAu 
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Gape Clear a sail kove in sight, to whicli we gave ekase. 
She was a large brig, and soon showed us that she had 
a fast pair of heels, by keeping well ahead. All sail was 
pressed on the frigate, and yet, after chasing several 
hours, we appeared to be no nearer to her. Still Captain 
Oliver was not a man to strike to an enemy, or to give 
up a chance of making a prize as long as the slightest 
possibility of doing so remained. All night long we 
kept in her wake ; she probably expecting a fog, or a 
change of wind, or some other circumstance to enable 
her to alter her course without being perceived by us. 
The night, however, was very clear, and when morning 
broke there she was still ahead. It was evident also 
that we had gained on her considerably. 

" I say, Ben, our skipper and first lieutenant are 
licking their lips at the thoughts of the prize we shall 
pick up before the day is many hours older," observed 
my friend Tom Twigg, the midshipman who steered the 
boat which brought us on board; he had ever since 
then marked me as an object of his especial favour. He 
was a merry little fellow, with the funniest round face, 
and round eyes, and round nose possible. He ofben got 
into scrapes ; but he declared, that like a hedgehog or 
slater, or woodlouse, he always managed to roll himself 
out of them. " I rather think the skipper has entered 
you on the books that you may have a share in the prize 
we are going to make," he observed. " It will not be 
very great ; but it is something, and no man on board 
will grudge it you." About noon we got the brig under 
our guns, when she hauled down her colours, and proved 
to be a richly laden Letter of Marque. It was very 
pleasant returning into port with her, and this circum- 
stance put everybody on board in good humour, the 
Captain and Lieut. Schank especially, who pf course had 
large shares. 

''J wisb that I could accompany you, Mrs. Burton," 
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said Mr, Schank, when we reached Portsmouth ; " but 
that is impossible. You must let me frank you up, 
however, to my mother's. I dare say by this time you 
pretty well know how to manage on the road. Pay 
the post-boys well, and take care that youngster does 
not tumble off the roof and break his neck." Of course 
my mother thanked the Captain and all the officers for 
the kindness she had received on board. They insisted 
on her saying nothing about the matter ; indeed, they 
declared they had not done enough, and would ^ not let 
her go till they had made her accept a purse of gold, 
which they declared would have been my father's share 
of the prize just taken had he been alive. Lieut. Schank 
had written on before to announce our coming. The 
old lady, therefore, and the three Miss Schanks were on 
the look-out for us as our post-chaise drove up to the 
cottage, while I saw poor Mrs. Lindars looking out at 
an upper window from the room she occupied, and there 
in the midst of the ladies downstairs was the Little 
Lady, a perfect little fairy she looked among the three 
mature Miss Schanks. Miss Anna Maria held her up 
in her arms, and the little girl cried out, " Oh ! mamma, 
mamma, I know you are my mamma, though I have got 
four other mammas here. She had grown very much, 
and instead of going off in beauty, had become one of 
the most perfect little creatures I ever set eyes on. 
Nothing could be more hearty than the welcome we re- 
ceived, and the dear old lady told my mother that she 
must look upon herself as one of the family, and only 
help the other ladies just as much as she felt inclined. 
Mrs. Lindars, soon after we arrived, begged we would 
come up, and the Little Lady, taking me by the hand, 
led the way. There was something very striking in 
the affectionate and tender way the Little Lady addressed 
Mrs. Lindars, indeed, it for the moment struck me that 
they were something alike, though one was somewhat ad- 
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vanced in life, and the features of the other were scarcely 
yet formed. Mrs. Lindars welcomed my mother very 
kindly. " And Ben has indeed grown into a fine lad," 
she observed. "And Emily, too, yon see her greatly 
improved, Mrs. Bnrton. Ben, yon mnst be her cham- 
pion if she requires one. Alas ! I fear she will. I 
trust her fate may be happier than mine." 

" Yes, ma'am, I will fight for her, that I will," I 
answered, looking at Emily ; " not that I think any one 
would ever be so wicked as to try and harm her/' The 
poor lady smiled sadly and shook her head. 

" Beauty is rather a snare than a protection," she ob- 
served. ' 

Of course I did not exactly understand her meaning ; 
I heard afterwards, though I think I have already 
alluded to the fact, that the poor lady had, at a very early 
age, married a foreigner, calling himself Lindars, and 
that she had one child, a girl. Her husband, after fre- 
quently absenting himself, returned to Whithyford, when 
one day he and the child disappeared. The poor mother 
was left in an agony of doubt as to what had become of 
her infant, persuading herself that it had been murdered. 
A letter, however, at length reached her from her hus- 
band, saying that he was on the point of leaving England, 
and that he purposed carrying the child with him. 
From that day she had never received the slightest in- 
telligence of her husband or daughtei*. Her brother 
Jack had been absent from home at the time of her 
marriage, and five years passed away before he again 
returned, so that he had been unable to assist her in her 
inquiries. I was placed for instruction under the care 
of an old gentleman residing in the village, who had 
formerly been a schoolmaster. He was well able to 
impart to me the knowledge I most required, and as I 
was very anxious to learn, I made considerable progress. 
My spare time was spent almost entirely in the company 
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of little Emily. I was never tired of attending on her. 
As was then the custom, she wore a little red mantle as 
a walking dress. One day we were ont in the fields, 
when she ran off in chase of a butterfly. At the further 
end of the field a bull was grazing, having been turned 
out to indulge his sulky humour by himself. The sight 
of the red cloak fluttering over the green meadow, sud- 
denly excited his rage, and with a loud roar he came 
rushing up towards it. I saw the little girl's danger, 
and quick as lightning darted towards her. The cloak 
was fortunately secured by a very slight string. I tore 
it off and told her to run on ; while seizing the cloak, 
which I at once guessed was the cause of the bull's rage, 
I darted off in a different direction. The animal fol- 
lowed as I had expected. On he came, however, at a 
speed which was likely soon to bring him up to me. It 
was some distance to the nearest hedge. Towards that 
however I made my way, as the best means of escape. 
The bull was not five yards from me. The hedge was 
thick and high. Into it or over it I must go, or run the 
certainty of a toss. I sprang towards the hedge. Just 
at the spot I reached was the stem of a small tree, one 
branch alone had escaped the pruner's hatchet. Throwing 
the cloak against the hedge I seized the bough and 
sprang to the top*; not a pleasant position, considering 
the brambles of which it was composed. The bull with 
a loud roar dashed into the hedge below me, into which 
he fixed his head, tearing up the ground, and making 
the bushes shake all round. I looked out, and saw that 
Emily had reached the gate in safety; but how to 
descend was now the difficulty, for if I jumped back into 
the field out of which I came, the bull would probably 
again attack me, whereas, on the other side, I could not 
descend without the risk of tearing my clothes, and 
scratching myself with the brambles. 

" Thou be a brave lad ; I seed it all !" exclaimed a 
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voice near me, and looking down I saw a person who 
appeared to be a farmer, standing on the further side of 
the hedge. " Jump into my arms, I'll catch thee, lad,'* 
he added, seeing the predicament in which I was 
placed. I willingly did as he bid me, and caught by his 
arms reached the ground in safety. " We must have 
the little maiden's cloak though," he said, laughing. " I 
wiU bring up some of my men, and we wiU soon handle 
the old bull." He was as good as his word. Five or 
six farm servants soon made their appearance with a 
stout rope, which they threw over the bull's neck, and 
led him quietly off, while, accompanied by the farmer, 
I passed through a gate a little way on, and securing 
the cloak crossed the field to where Emily, still in a great 
fright, was waiting for me. The farmer insisted on 
accompanying us home. He was well known, I found, 
to the ladies, and with great glee he- recounted to them 
my exploit, bestowing more praise on me, I thought, than 
I deserved. Emily, however, declared that he was right, 
and that if it had not been for me, she was sure the bull 
would have tossed her up into the moon, or at all events 
as high as the moon. 

My mother was now busily employed in preparing my 
outfit, and many a tear did she shed over her work when 
she thought that I was soon to be separated from her. 
A letter came at length from Captain Oliver, saying that 
the frigate was ready for sea, and that I must come 
at once down to Portsmouth. Fortunately my friend 
Farmer Cocks was going up to London, and undertook 
to escort me thus far, and from thence he was to see me 
off in the coach for Portsmouth. I will not describe my 
parting. There was a good deal more crying thati I like 
to think of, and the dear Little Lady wept till her heart 
seemed about to break. However, her tears probably 
soon dried up, but my poor mother's sorrow was likely 
to be far more enduring. 
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" Thou art a brave, honest lad, Ben Burton," said the 
good farmer, pressing a five-pound note into my hand as 
I was about to mount on the top of, the Portsmouth 
coach. "Thou wilt have plenty of use for this in 
getting thy new clothes for sea ; but if not, spend it as 
thou thinkest best. I have no fear that thou wilt 
squander it as some do, and mark thee, shouldst thou 
ever want a home to come to, thou wilt always find a 
warm welcome at Springfield, from my good dame and 
me." I pocketed his gift with a sincere " Thank you," 
and he wrung my hand warmly, again and again, until 
I got fairly out of his reach on to the top of the coach. 




CHAPTER XV. 

f APTAIN OLIVER, had directed me to meet 
him at the " George," and I found him stand- 
ing on the steps of that aristocratic hotel to 
which very few midshipmen of those days 
ever thought of going. My mother, being well acquainted 
with the internal economy of a man-of-war, had provided 
me with a chest of very moderate dimensions, at which 
no first-lieutenant, however strict, could cavil. It and I 
were deposited at the hotel, and the waiter, seeing the 
kind way in which the Captain treated me, must have 
taken me for a young lord at least, and ordered the 
porter to carry it forthwith inside. 

" That will do," said the Captain, as he eyed it. "And 
now you must come and get measured for your uniforms, 
and procure other necessaries, as I hope we may be off 
in two or three days at furthest." 

I found that Captain Oliver had paid off the " Grecian," 
and comtiiissioned a new frigate, the " Orion," to which 

E 
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most of his officers and men had been tnmed over, and 
that she was about to proceed to the Indian station. 
" There was no use telling your poor mother this," he 
observed. " The thoughts that you womld be so long 
separated from her would only have added to her grief 
at parting from you, and as far as you are concerned, 
my boy, the time will soon pass by, and you will come 
back nearly ready for a swab on your shoulder." 

The tailor, under the Captain's inspection, having 
examined the contents of my chest, made a note of the 
things I required besides. My outfit was soon complete. 

" And now, my lad, my coxswain will take charge of 
you and your chest," said the Captain, "and see you 
safely on board." 

Gfroatly to my delight, Toby Kiddle soon afterwards 
made his appearance. "Why, Mr. Burton," he said, 
and I thought his eyes twinkled as he addressed me 
with that title. "Why, you see, the Captain's last 
coxswain slipped his cable a few months ago, and 
as I was one of the Captain's oldest shipmates, and he 
knew he could trust me, he has appointed me, and I 
never wish to serve under a better captain." Having 
purchased a few other articles with Farmer Cock's five- 
pound note, which Toby Kiddle suggested I should find 
useful, we chartered a wherry to go to the frigate. 

Among other things I got two or three pounds of 
tobacco. " You see, Mr. Burton, if you deal it out now 
and then to the men, it will show them that you have 
not forgotten them ; and though you are on the quarter- 
deck, that you are not proud, as some youngsters show 
themselves, but still have a kindly feeling towards 
them." I gladly followed his advice. As we approached 
the "Orion," and I observed her handsome hull, her well- 
squared yards, and her trim and gallant appearance, I 
felt proud of belonging to so fine a frigate. The boat- 
swain's whistle was piping shrilly as we went up the 
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side, and as my eye fell on the person who was sounding 
it, I had an idea that I recollected him. I asked Toby 
who he was. " Yonr old friend, Bill King," he said. 
*' I wanted to see whether you would remember him ; I 
am glad you do. It is a good sign when old friends are 
not forgotten." 

While Kiddle got my chest up, and paid the boatman, 
I went and reported myself to Mr. Schank as come on 
board ; and very proud I felt as I stepped on the 
quarter-deck in my bran-new midshipman's uniform. 
The First Lieutenant, who was stumping on his wooden 
leg here and there with active movements, watching the 
proceedings of the various gangs of men at work in 
different ways, stopped when he saw me and smiled 
kindly. He had grown thinner, if not taller, since I 
last saw him, and looked somewhat like the scathed 
trunk of a once lofty poplar, battered and torn by a 
hundred tempests. 

" You know the ways of a ship, Ben, pretty well, but 
as you are still somewhat small, I have asked Mr. 
Oldershaw— one of the mates — to stand your friend, 
and he will give you a help also in navigation. And, 
Ben, mind, do not you be ashamed of asking him any- 
thing you want to know. You may live a long time on 
board ship, and still learn nothing about seamanship, if 
you do not keep your eyes open, and try to get others to 
explain what you do not understand." As Mr. Schank 
spoke, he beckoned to a grey-headed old mate who just 
then came on deck. " This is the youngster I spoke 
to you about, Mr. Oldershaw," he said. " You will 
have an eye on him, and I hope you will be able to give 
a good report of his behaviour." I naturally looked up 
at my protector's countenance, and was well satisfied 
with the expression I saw on it. He soon afterwards 
took me down below, and on my way told me that I 
was to be in his watch, and that if I did not become 
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a good seaman before the cruise was np, it should not 
be his fanlt. 

" You see, Ben, I feel an interest in you on many 
accounts. I entered before the mast, and was placed 
on the quarter-deck, much as you may be said to have 
been, and was also left an orphan at an early age. I 
have not been very fortunate as to promotion ; indeed,, 
though my family were very respectable in life, I had 
no interest. I suppose some day I shall be made a^ 
lieutenant, and then I do not expect to rise much 
higher ; but a lieutenant is a gentleman by rank, and 
though the half pay is not overwhelming, yet, as I have 
saved a little prize money, I shall have enough to keep 
me till I am placed under the green sward. When I 
visit some quiet churchyard, I often think how sweet a 
resting place it would be after having been knocked 
about all one's life on the stormy ocean, and after 
having met with so many disappointments and sorrows."' 

I do not know what induced Oldershaw to speak to 
me in that way, for in truth he was one of the happiest 
and most contented people on board, so it seemed to me. 
While others grumbled and growled he never uttered a 
word of complaint in public, but took everything as it 
came, in the most good-humoured manner. He was a 
true friend to me from that time forward, and gave me 
many a lesson in wisdom as well as in other matters,, 
which was of value to me through life. Tom Twigg,. 
who was the only midshipman I knew, received me 
cordially. There was another young gentleman, who,, 
though he might have been older, was considerably 
smaller than I was. There was a roguish, mischievous 
look about the countenance of Dicky Esse, which showed 
me at once that I must be prepared for tricks of all 
sorts from him. Another mate was seated in the berth, 
to whom Oldershaw introduced me. His name, I 
found, was Pember. He was a broad-shouldered, rough- 
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looking man, with a suspiciously red countenance and 
nose, his featnres marked and scored with small pox, 
and his eyelids so swelled, that only a portion of the 
inflamed balls could be seen. He uttered a low growl 
as I entered. 

"We have kids enough on board already," he ob- 
served. . " They will be sending the nurses with them 
next." 

" Never fear, Pember, he will soon grow out of his 
kidhood," observed Oldershaw. "We want young 
blood to supply the place of us oldsters when we slip off 
the stage." 

"You mean to be placed over our heads, and to 
trample us down," said Pember. "Why there is our 
skipper. I was a passed midshipman when he came 
to sea, and now he is a post captain, and I am where 
I was, and shall be probably to the end of the chapter." 

As soon as I could leave the berth I hurried to the 
boatswain's cabin, to which Bill King had just then 
descended. "You do not remember me, Mr. King," 
said I, shaking him by the hand, " but I recollect you, 
and that you were one of my father*s oldest shipmates, 
and my mother's kindest friend." 

"Bless my heart, Ben, is it you?" he exclaimed, for 
he really had not at first known me. " Well, I did not 
think it. I am glad, that I am, boy, to see you whom I 
have dandled in my hands many a time, come to sea on 
the quarter-deck. You must be an admiral, Ben, some 
day, that you must. Those who have sent you to sea 
must give you a shove upwards while you have still 
youth and strength and health in your favour. To 
many, promotion comes too late to do them any real 
good. When hope> is knocked out of a man he is fit 
for very little in this world, or rather, I should say, 
nothing?" 

" And Mrs, King ?" I asked ; " how is she ?" 
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" I could not bring her on board again, Ben, bnt she 
is very well, and as strong and active as ever. She 
has set up a coffee-shop in Grosport, which gives her 
something to do, and will help her to keep the pot 
boiling till I get back." 

We had a fine run down Channel, and a fair wind 
carried us along, till we were in the latitude of the 
Azores. Our orders were, not to go out of our way^ 
but to do as much damage and harm to the enemy as we 
conveniently could on our voyage to the South. We 
consequently kept a bright look out, in the hopes of 
falling in with a ship worth capturing. Several times 
we had chased vessels, but they either managed to 
escape us during the night, or proved to be neutrals. 
At length, however, when about twenty leagues to the 
north of Teneriffe, we saw a sail standing apparently 
towards that island. That she wdiS a Spaniard seemed 
probable, and there were great hopes that she might 
prove a merchant vessel. We made all sail, hoping to 
overhaul her before the sun went down, but she was a 
fast craft, and kept well ahead of us. Hour after hour 
passed by. All the glasses on board were constantly 
turned towards her. Great doubts at length began to 
be entertained of our capturing her after all. In our 
berth, especially, some of the young gentlemen were 
ready to sell their expected share of the prize money^ 
while others of more sanguine temperament were not 
unwilling to buy. Dicky Esse, especially, wanted to 
purchase my share. " What will you give. Esse ? " I 
asked, not however making up my mind that the tran- 
saction was a very wise one. 

" Ten shillings would be handsome, but I have no 

objection to give you thirty. She is very likely to be in 

ballast, and we are more likely still not to catch her, so 

that you at all events will be the gainer of thirty 

jsbillmgs. " 
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" I should not object to the thirty shillings, but if we 
take her I maj possibly get thirty pounds, and more 
than that if she is a richly-laden craft." 

*' Don't have anything to do with the business, Ben," 
exclaimed Oldershaw. " I do not bet, and do not intend 
to begin, but I say there are five chances to one that we 
shall take her, so keep your prospects in your pocket, 
my boy, and I hope they will prove good ones." Al- 
though the hammocks were piped down at the usual 
hour, very few officers or men turned in. It was well 
known that Captain Oliver would not let the chase 
escape as long as there was a prospect of getting hold of 
her. There was a bright moon, and by the master's 
calculation we should sight Tenerifie before dawn. A 
sailor's eye alone could have made out the shadowy form 
of the chase ahead of us, but not for a moment was she 
lost sight of. The wind fell as the night drew on, and 
the sea became calm, rippled over only by little wave- 
lets, upon which the moonbeams played brightly. It 
was a lovely night. Bright as was the moon, many of 
the stars were to be seen also, vying with her in 
splendour. Yet here were we, with thousands of stars 
looking down upon us, about to commit an act of rapine 
and slaughter, for such, lawful as it might be thought, 
was the deed we werp about to do. It was Oldershaw's 
watch, and I was walking the deck with him. I made 
some remark of that sort. He responded to it. 

" Yes, Ben," he said, " I wonder what the bright 
seraphic beings up there, for surely there must be such 
in' that pure Heaven above us, are thinking of the pro- 
ceedings of us mortals down here below. We have to 
fight, and it is right to defend our country, but I tell 
you, Ben, 1 have seen a good deal of it, and putting 
what people call glory aside, it is very fearful, disgust- 
ing, dirty work. It makes a man feel like a devil for a 
time, and it is devilish, there is no doubt about tha*^. "V 
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am in for it, and I expect to have plenty more of the 
same sort of work to do, but I am very sure that for 
men to kill each other, is hateful to the Ood who made 
us. There is only one thing worse, and that is when 
they^lie, and cheat, <and deceive each other^ and it seems 
often to me that more than one half of the world is 
employed in doing one or the other." 

" Have we gained much on the chase, Mr. Schank?" 
asked the Captain, who just then appeared on deck. 

" The best part of a mile, sir, I should think, in the 
course of the last hour. If the wind does not fall stiU 
more, we shall come up with her soon afber daylight. 
She is heavily laden, and requires a breeze to send her 
along." 

Oldershaw at length persuaded me to go below and 
turn in, promising to have me called should anything 
occur. When I came on deck in the morning, as the 
hammocks were piped up, the chase was still some dis- 
tance off, running in for the land, which appeared on 
our starboard-bow. We followed her pertinaciouLsly, 
however, though, as the wind frequently shifted, we did 
not gain upon her as at first. At length, however, we saw 
her run in for a bay with a fort on one side of it. " We 
have her safe now," observed Captain Oliver to Mr. 
Schank. " Before this time to-morrow I hope she will 
be ours." 

Having reconnoitred the bay, and found that the 
fort was rather too strong to attack in the day. Captain 
Oliver stood off the land once more. It soon became 
known that a cutting-out expedition was in contempla- 
tion, and the men were busily employed in sharpening 
their cutlasses, and looking to the locks of their pistols. 
From the appearance of the chase, there was no doubt 
that she was a merchant vessel, and it was hoped would 
offer no great resistance. Every precaution which pru- 
dence could dictate was taken. Four boats were or- 
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dered to be got ready, and towards evening we again 
stood in for the land. A bright look-out had been kept 
all day, so that there was no risk of the expected prize 
having made Ber escape. I greatly longed to be in one of 
the boats, but Oldershaw told me there was no use asking, 
as he was sure the Captain would not let me go. He, too, 
was disappointed, finding that he was not to be one of 
the party. The Second and Third Lieutenants, with 
Pember and the master, commanded the two boats, and, 
all things being ready, away they pulled. They had 
got to some distance when it was, discovered that they 
had gone without signal-rockets or port-fires. Older- 
shaw, on this, volunteered to carry them in the dingey, 
and I begged that I might accompany him. 

" Well, look after the boy, and take care he gets into 
no mischief, Mr. Oldershaw," said the Captain, " and 
he may then go." 

I was delighted. Toby Kiddle and Pat Brady offered 
to pull the boat, for, of course, she had no regular crew. 
Two other men also volunteered, and away we went. 
The other boats, however, had got a long way ahead. 
We could only just distinguish the dim outline of the 
bay. We pulled rapidly on, when just as we were at 
the entrance of the harbour, suddenly, from the deck of 
the ship, there burst forth loud shouts and cries, the 
flashing of pistols and musketry, and the clashing of 
steel, the sounds coming over to us across the calm 
water. Our men were hotly engaged, of that there was 
no doubt, but from the frequent flashes of pistols, and 
the shouts of Spaniards as well as Englishmen, it was 
doubtful which was gaining the day. The contest was 
evidently a fierce one. Oldershaw's blood, in spite of 
his principles, was quickly up, and he evidently thought 
very little about me or anything else, except getting on 
deck as fast as he could, and joining in the fray. Our 
crew strained every nerve to get alongside. As we 
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pulled by, the shouts and cries increased. The whole 
deck seemed one blaze of fire from the rapid discharge 
of pistols and muskets, whUo every now and then fear- 
fiil shrieks burst from the bosoms of those who had been 
cut down. The ship was a high one, and there was 
some difficulty in climbing up out of our small boat. 

"Here's a lower port open !" exclaimed Pat Brady, 
springing up and hauling himself into it. We all fol- 
lowed, and found ourselves the sole possessors of the 
lower-deck. Whether our people had the fore or after 
part of the deck we could not ascertain. We were 
about, however, to make our way up, when we caught 
sight of several figures descending. They were Spaniards, 
going apparently to the magazine for more ammunition. 
Before they were aware of our presence, our men had 
sprung upon them and cut them down. Scarcely had 
they ceased to breathe when three other persons came 
down, apparently for the same object. Led by Oldershaw, 
Kiddle and Brady with the others were upon them, and 
they too were cut down. It being supposed, probably, 
that they were skulking, a still larger number of people 
came down to look them up in the same incautious man- 
ner, and before they had time to cry out they also were 
slaughtered. An officer and several more men, swearing 
fearfully atthe cowardice of their companions, now jumped 
below, and were in like manner cut down. I scarcely 
like to say how many people were killed in this fearful 
way. Our men now made a dash aft with such fury that 
the Spaniards on deck thought only of defending their 
lives. Two dead bodies came tumbling down the hatch- 
way, as well as another poor fellow, only half killed, with a 
desperate wound on his shoulder. I should say from the 
way he groaned, and an exclamation he uttered, I felt 
sure he was an Englishman, I ran up to him, " Who are 
you ?" I asked. It was one of our men. 

"Is that you, Mr. Burton?" he answered, in a faint 
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voice. " It is going hard with tis, for the ship was full 
of people and they are fighting well." Oldershaw, who 
just then came up, heard the words. " We will turn 
the tide, then !" he exclaimed. " Come on, lads !" 

We on this made our way forward, and reached the 
fore hatchway. Pat Brady sprang up first, shouting, 
" The ship is ours ! The ship is ours ! " 

Oldershaw then taking the lead, we rushed aft, where 
our men were fighting with a number of Spanish soldiers 
and seamen. With loud shouts we dashed at our 
enemies, who, not seeing our numbers and supposing 
that a jfresh set of boarders had gained the deck, began 
to give way. 

We pressed on them, driving those, who refused to 
yield and escape being cut down, over the taflfrail. The 
ship was ours, but we had still a good deal to do. We 
had lost several people, killed and wounded, and we had 
a large number of prisoners to keep in order. As yet the 
garrison in the fort, not knowing who had gained the day, 
had not commenced firing at us. We had time, therefore, 
to secure our prisoners. Sail was then made on the ship^ 
and her cable being cut, the boats towed her head round. 
The topsails were sheeted home, and with a light land- 
breeze we stood out of the bay. Having to pass pretty 
near the fort, Mr. Tilhard, the Second Lieutenant, 
ordered the greater number of the people to go below^ 
he and Kiddle taking the helm ; while the few who re- 
mained on deck were directed to keep close xmder the 
bulwarks. It was fortunate that these arrangements 
were made, for as we drew near the Spaniards began to 
pepper us pretty sharply with round shot and musketry, 
the bullets flying thickly about us, while several shots 
struck the hull. Had they been better gunners they 
might have done more damage. Happily no one was 
hurt, though the sails were riddled and the white planks 
laid bare in several places. 
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As soon as the fight was over I thonght of the poor 
fellow who had been tumbled below. I went to look for 
him with a lantern. For some time I conld not discover 
where he was, for several Spaniards who had been 
killed, had fallen down at the same spot. Pat, who 
accompanied me, at length discovered him. " He will 
not want any* more human aid,'' he observed, holding 
the lantern to his face. " The Spaniards have already 
done for him." Whether, if instpnt aid had been af- 
forded him, the man might have escaped I do not know, 
.bnt his wonnd was a desperate one, and he had ap- 
parently bled to death. We were received with loud 
cheers from the frigate's decks, as in the grey dawn of 
morning we passed close nnder her stem. 




CHAPTER XVI. 

|UR prize — a ship of six hundred tons, and 
mounting fourteen guns — called the " San- 
tiago,'' proved to be of considerable value. 
A prize crew being put on board we steered 
for St. Helena, where it was possible we might find a 
purchaser, and if not. Captain Oliver resolved to take 
her to the Cape. Fortunately, at St. Helena we found 
the ofl&cers and crew of an Indiaman, which had been 
burnt at sea ; and the Company's agent there was very 
glad to purchase our prize, and send her on, most of 
the goods being suitable to the Indian market. On 
concluding the bargain, the agent presented the Cap- 
tain with a couple of young tigers. They were some- 
what inconvenient pets, though they would have been 
valuable had we been going home. However, as we 
had no others on board he accepted them, thinking 
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they might serve to amuse the ship's company, and 
haying an idea, I believe, that they might be perfectly 
tamed. We iq the midshipman's berth welcomed them 
with glee, and at once began to teach them to perform 
all sorts of tricks. They wonld let tis ride on their 
backs, and they learned to leap throngh hoops and over 
ropes, and they wonld rush round and round the deck 
at a rapid rate, and soon they became the most playful, 
engagiug creatures possible. Oldershaw was the only 
person who expressed doubts about their amiability. 

" If I were the Captain, I would clip their claws and 
draw their teeth before I would let them play with you 
youngsters," he observed. " Their tricks may be playful 
now, but they will serve you a scurvy one before long, 
or their nature is more changed than I believe it to be.'* 

Of course we laughed at his prognostications, and 
continued to amuse ourselves with our pets as usual. 
The Cape was reached. We took on board a supply of 
live and dead stock, having now a long run before us 
across the Indian ocean, into that part of the world where 
I had first seen the light — the China Seas. We had 
several sheep and a supply of hay to feed them on. Some 
of the men had an idea that our tamed pets would gladly 
feed on the hay, but their carnivorous teeth refused to 
munch it. They, however, turned suspiciously hungry 
glances towards the new comers. Oldershaw observed 
it. ** They have probably never eaten sheep or midship- 
men," he observed, " but the nature to do so is in them, 
and depend upon it their nature will have sway if we 
give them the opportunity." However, as the animals 
were tolerably well-fed, and were carefully caged, they 
gave no exhibition when any one was watching them of 
their evil propensities, if they possessed them. When 
our stock of fresh meat was eidiausted, first one sheep 
and then another was killed to supply the Captain and 
officers' tables, a portion falling to the lot of some of the 
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men's messes. Their skins, which were peculiarly fine, 
were cleansed and prepared by the armourer, who hap- 
pened also to understand the trade of a currier. Two 
of them were hung up to dry, when it came into the 
brains of Tom Twig and Dicky Esse to clothe themselves 
in the skins, and in high glee they came prancing about 
the deck, bahing away, imitating two frolicsome lambs 
with a tolerable amount of accuracy. They afforded 
much amusement to us, their messmates, and not a little 
to the men who happened to be on deck. Not content 
with amusing us, off they went, into the neighbourhood 
of the tigers' cage. It ought to have been shut, and 
generally was shut. So exact was their imitation of 
nature that the beasts, afber watching them with great 
eagerness for some moments, could no longer resist their 
natural propensities. With fierce leaps they rushed 
against the door of their cage. It gave way, and out 
they sprang. One bound carried them on to the backs 
of their expected prey. In another instant Tom and 
Dicky Esse would have been torn to pieces, had they 
not, in a way midshipmen alone could have done, slipped 
out of their skins, and rolled pale with terror across the 
deck. The animals, finding only the dry skins, were 
about to make another spring, when the man who had 
tjharge of them and had witnessed the scene, came 
rushing up with his stick of office, and several other 
men coming to his assistance with ropes, the savage 
creatures were forthwith secured. Both the midship- 
men were rather more frightened than hurt, and in con- 
sideration of their terror they escaped any further con- 
sequences of their conduct, which was looked upon by 
the First Lieutenant as somewhat derogatory to the 
dignity which they were in duty bound to maintain. 

After leaving the Cape, we were constantly becalmed, 
and then getting further east, fell in with a hurricane, 
from the effects of which nothing but first-rate seaman- 
ship, under G-od's Providence, could have preserved the 
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frigate. We were now getting mncli in want of water, 
and Captain Oliver; unwilling to go ont of his way to 
any of the settlements to obtain it, resolved to search for 
a supply at the first island we should fall in with. At 
length we came in sight of a large island, with yellow 
sands, and green palm trees waving in the breeze. 
Nothing could be more attractive, but it appeared that 
nobody on board had been there before. The master 
knew the existence of the island on the chart, but 
whether it was inhabited or not, or by whom, he could 
not say. As no anchorage was found, the ship was hove 
to, and three boats, with casks, under the command of 
the Second Lieutenant, and my friend Oldershaw, and 
Pember, were directed to go on shore. I went with 
Oldershaw, and Twigg and Esse went in the other boats. 
We pulled into the bay abreast of the ship, where, be- 
tween two projecting rocks, we found an excellent 
landing-place, and not far from it a stream of water, 
<;lear and limpid. As no natives appeared, the opinion 
was that that part of the island, at all events, was unin- 
habited, and this made us somewhat careless. All the 
casks being filled, the boats were sent back for a fresh 
supply, as we could not hope to find a better place for 
filling up with that important necessary. Pember, 
directing Tom Twigg to take charge of his boat, invited 
Dicky Esse and me to accompany him meantime on a 
stroll to see the island farther inland. He directed 
Toby Kiddle and Pat Brady to follow with a couple of 
muskets. 

" Not that they will be wanted,*' he observed ; " but 
if we do fall in with any natives, it will make them treat 
us with respect." 

" If I were you, Pember, I would not go far from the 
bay," observed Oldershaw, as he shoved oflP. 

" You are always uttering warnings, old Careful," 
muttered Pember ; and, leading the way, he turned his 
back on the sea and proceeded inland. 



144 BEN BUBTON. 

The country was very beautiful. We soon came to 
a grove of cocoa-nuts, when Pember proposed that we 
should procure a supply. This, however, was more 
easily thought of than done. Pat Brady, who was the 
most active of the party, declared that he could manage 
it after the native fashion. He and Kiddle having 
placed the muskets against a tree, were considering the 
best way of mounting. We went first to one tree and 
then to another, to find one which seemed most easy to 
climb, with a satisfactory reward at the top of it for our 
trouble. Having made a band of sujQ&cient strength 
with our handkerchiefs, Pat commenced his ascent. 
He had got some way up. Kiddle having helped him as 
far as he could reach, when suddenly a dozen dark- 
skinned savages sprung out from among the trees, and 
before we could draw our pistols they had brought us 
all to the ground. Forthwith they proceeded to bind 
our arms behind us. Pat, seeing there was no use going 
higher, came gliding down the tree, and was secured in 
the same manner. We endeavoured to make them un- 
derstand that we had desired to do them no harm, and 
that if the cocoa-nuts were theirs, we should be happy 
to pay for them. Whether they understood us or not I 
cannot say, but without more ado, three of them attaching 
themselves to Pember, and a like number to each of the 
other men — one black fellow, however, only taking 
charge of Dicky and another of me — they dragged us oflT 
into the interior. In vain Pember struggled and ex- 
postulated. The fierce gleam of their dark eyes, and 
the keen blades of their glittering creeses which they 
flourished before us, showed that it would be dangerous 
to dispute the point with them. All we could do, there- 
fore, was to move forward as they insisted, hoping that, 
when our absence was discovered, a strong party might 
be sent in pursuit of us, and that we might be recovered.. 
We had not gone far when they were joined by another 
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TDand of a similar number, and we conld not help sus- 
pecting that they had been watching ns all the time, bnt 
seeing so many armed men ronnd the boats had not 
Tentnred to attack ns. This made ns still more regret 
onr folly in having ventured alone into the country. 
On, on we went. We had great reason to fear that they 
had no intention of restoring us. At length they stopped 
at a village of bamboo-huts, covered with cocoa-nut 
leaves, jfrom which a number of women and children 
-came forth to gaze at ua. The children went shrieking 
away when they saw; our white skins, while the women 
advanced cautiously and touched us, apparently to ascer- 
tain whether the red and white would come off. 

" Faith, they take us for white niggers !" said Pat 
Brady, observing the look of astonishment, not unmixed 
with disgust, with which the women regarded us. " It's 
to be hoped they won't set us to work as we do the 
blacks, though, to be surQ, it would be better than 
mating us, and I don't like the looks of those fellows at 
all, at all." 

" Depend upon it, if they don't eat us they will 
make us work, or why should they otherwise carry us 
off?" observed Kiddle. "These Malay fellows make 
slaves of all the people they can lay hands on. If it 
was not for that they would cut our throats." 

These remarks made Dicky Esse and me feel very 
uncomfortable, till Pember observed that perhaps they 
had carried us off iu the hopes of obtaining a ransom. 
This idea tept up our spirits a little ; but as they 
continued to drag us on further and further into the 
•country, our hope on that score greatly decreased. At 
length we reached another village, iu which was a 
large hut. Under the shade of a wide-spreading 
verandah in front of it an old chief was seated on 
cushions ; a dozen half naked savages with drawn 
swords standing behind him. He was dressed in a 

L 
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dark-coloured turban, with a shawl over his shoulders, 
a belt, in which wore three or four formidable looking^ 
dapfgers with jewelled hilts, and a curved sword by his 
side. His dark countenance was unpleasantly savage 
and morose, and we felt that our lives would be of little 
value if they depended upon the amiability of his 
disposition. Our captors arranged us before him, and 
then appeared to be explaining how they had got 
])osses8ion of us. He smiled grimly at the narration. 
As Pember, Dicky Esse and I were placed in advance, 
it was evident that our captors looked upon us as of 
more value than the men. This made us hope that 
they were entertaining some thoughts of allowing us to 
be ransomed, for in every other way the men were more 
likely to prove useful to them than we should. 

After our captors had said all they had to say, the old 
chief made a few remarks in return. Before he had 
ceased speaking, several of his guards advanced towards 
us with their sharp-looking swords glittering in the 
sunbeams. It was a moment of intense anxiety. It 
seemed evident they intended to kill us. We could, 
however, neither fly nor defend ourselves. 

"I say, Ben, have you said your prayers?" whispered 
Dicky to me. " If not, it is time to begin." 

Pember prepared to meet his fate with dogged 
resolution, his dark red countenance turning almost to 
an ashy hue. Kiddle and Brady, as I cast my eye on 
them, were evidently preparing to show fight. 

" Knock the fellow next you down, Pat," said Toby, 
" and get hold of his cutlash. I will treat mine the 
same, and if we cannot get away we will die game." 

Suddenly our expected executioners stopped, and 
stood waving their weapons at a short distance from our 
necks. The chief continued haranguing for some time, 
and when he ceased others stepped forth from the 
crowd and addressed him. Whether or not the chief 
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had intended to kill ns, we could not ascertain, but 
having kept us in most disagreeable suspense for half 
an hour or more, though it seemed several hours, the 
men with the swords faced about, and marched back to 
their former position. Our guards then carried us off 
to a hut at a little distance, into which we were all 
thrust, several men standing outside as a guard over us. 
After some time they brought us a mess of grain of 
some sort, well seasoned with pepper. 

"I suppose they don't intend to kill us, or they would 
not give us this," observed Pat, taking a handful from 
the bowl, as, of course, we were left to feed ourselves 
with our fingers. " Faith, it's not so bad, after all." 

His example was followed by Dicky and me, and after 
a time Pember and Kiddle, unable any longer to restrain 
their appetites, also commenced eating. A supply of 
dry leaves and long grass, with several carpets were 
brought in, and we were given to understand that they 
were to serve us as beds. This sort of treatment again 
raised our hopes that our captors might give us our 
liberty on receiving a ransom. Our difficulty would be 
to communicate with the ship. 

"They cannot expect any very large sum for us," 
observed Pember, who, deprived of any stimulant, was 
getting sadly out of spirits. " The captain would not 
consent to pay much for me, I am afraid, and you two 
youngsters are worth little enough." 

" Speak for yourself," answered Esse. " I rather 
think the captain sets a higher estimation on me than 
you do." 

" Whether or not, for the honour of the flag they will 
not desert us," I observed. 

Pember on this gave a faint sickly laugh. 

" Few inquiries would be made at the Admiralty as to 
what had become of an old mate and two youngsters. 
Expended on a watering party — ^killed by savages. 
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Such would be onr epitaph, and the matter would be 
settled to the satisfaction of all parties/' 

No wonder, considering the circumstances, that our 
conversation did not take a more lively tone. Pat 
Brady, to be sure, did his best now and then to get up 
a laugh, but with very poor success. 

" Keep silence, man ! " exclaimed Pember, at last, in 
a surly tone. " You will be singing out in a different 
way to-morrow morning when they get the ovens 
ready." 

" Faith, I suppose they would be after making me into an 
Irish stew, or a dish of bubble and squeak ! " exclaimed 
Pat, whose spirits were not to be quelled even with the 
anticipation of being turned into a feast for cannibals. I 
had an idea, however, that the people into whose hands we 
had fallen were not addicted to such practices, and was, 
therefore, not much influenced by the remarks which 
Pember occasionally made as to our probable fate. We 
were allowed to pass the night in quietness, and next 
morning another bowl of food was brought to us, with 
a basket of fruit of various sorts, very acceptable in 
that hot climate. We waited anxiously, expecting the 
arrival of a party from the frigate, either to rescue us 
by force, or to offer a ransom for our liberty ; but no 
one appeared, nor did any of the natives, except the 
man who brought the food, come to the hut. Once, 
during an interval of silence. Esse declared he heard 
firing, but though we listened with all our might, the 
sounds reached no other ears. After a time indeed, we 
all fancied we heard the boom of great guns, but even 
of that we could not be quite certain. Night again 
came round, and no one had come to look for us. 
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CHAPTER XYII. 

[EYERAL days passed by; we were still 
prisoners, and all hope of being rescued by 
our friends vanished. We came to the con- 
clusion that they supposed we were killed, 
especially as Kiddle told us he had known of several 
boats* crews having been cut off by the natives in thos& 
seas. What was to be our fiite we could not tell ; it 
was not likely to be a pleasant one, at all events. One 
day the whole village appeared to be in commotion; 
loud shouts were heard, and presently the door of our 
hut was thrown open and several men entered, who 
dragged us out into the midst of a large crowd collected 
in the open space in front of it. Among them was the 
old chief whom we had seen on the day of our capture ; 
a number of the men had hoes and other implements of 
agriculture. After a good deal of palaver, a hoe was 
put into Pember's hands, and signs were made to him 
that he was to go to work with it. Toby and Pat had 
hoes given to them also. Esse fancied that we should 
be allowed to escape. 

" They think us too little to work, I hope," he ob- 
served ; but scarcely were the words out of his mouth 
than we both of us had implements put into our hands, 
and a pretty heavy whip being exhibited, signs were 
made to us that we should join our companions. We 
were forthwith marched off to a field where several 
natives were already at work. Apparently it belonged 
to the old chief, for he sat on a raised spot at the further 
end, under an awning, watching the proceedings with a 
complacent air which especially excited Pember's wrath. 
When, also, at times, the old mate relaxed in his labours 
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a dark-skinned fellow with a turban on his head, who 
seemed to act the part of an overseer, made him quickly 
resume them by an unmistakeable threatening gesture. 
Thus we were kept at work till late in the evening, when 
we wore all allowed to knock off and go back to our hut, 
where a larger amount of food than usual was awarded 
us. Next day wo were called up at early dawn, and the 
hoes were again put into our hands. Sometimes the 
overseer, and sometimes^ one of the other men came and 
showed us how to use them. All day long we were 
kept at work with the exception of a short time, when 
we were allowed to rest and take some food which was 
brought to us in the fields. We could no longer enjoy 
any hopes of regaining our liberty. It seemed as if we 
were destined to be turned into slaves, and to be worked 
as hard as any negroes in the West India plantations. 
At first Pember was very miserable, but abstinence from 
his usual liquor at length, I think, did him good, and 
he grew fatter and stronger than he had been since I 
first knew him. Still he persisted that he was dying, 
and should never again see the shores of England. The 
rest of us did our best to keep up our spirits. Esse and 
I told stories to each other, and formed plans for 
escaping. Some of them were very ingenious, and more 
or less hazardous ; most, in reality, utterly impracticable, 
because, not knowing where we were and having no 
means of getting away from the coast, even had we made 
our way to the shore we should very soon have been 
brought back again. I might spin a long yam about 
our captivity, but I do not think it would be interesting. 
Our days were monotonous enough, considering we were 
kept at the same work from sunrise to sunset. What a 
glorious feeling is hope. Hope kept us alive, for in 
spite of every difficulty we hoped, some time or other, 
to escape. At length one day as we were working, the 
old chief as usual looking on, a stranger arrived, and 
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going np to where he was seated made a salaam before 
him. After a palaver of some minutes, which I could 
not help thinking had reference to us, the old chief 
called the overseer, and sent him down to where we 
were working. He went up to Pember and madje signs 
to him to go to the chief. 

" Sure that's a message for us !^' exclaimed Pat Brady. 
''*Arrah, Ben, my boy, you will be afber seeing your 
dear mother again ; and the thought that she has been 
mourning for you has been throubling my heart more 
than the hard work and the dishonour of labouring for 
these blackamoors. Hurrah ! Erin-go-bragh ! I am 
right sure it's news that's coming to us.^' 

By this time the overseer had spoken to Kiddle, and 
finally we were all conducted up to the chief. What 
was our astonishment to see the stranger produce a 
letter and hand it to Pember. It was written by the 
captain of a frigate, stating tha4; having heard that some 
British seamen were detained by a petty chief, he had 
gone to the Rajah of the country, who had agreed that 
they should be liberated. The letter was addressed to 
any officer, or the principal person who was among 
them, advising them to follow the messenger, who could 
be trusted. The old chief seemed very indignant, but 
the envoy was evidently determined to carry out his 
instructions. 

"Sure he need not grumble," observed Pat Brady, 
^* the big thief has been getting a good many months' 
work out of us, and sure that's more than he had any 
right to. Still we will part friends with him, and show 
him that we bear him no ill-will." On this Pat, not 
waiting for the rest, went up and insisted on shaking 
the old chief cordially by the hand ; the rest of us, with 
the exception of Pember did the same. I need scarcely 
Bay that it was with no little amount of satisfaction that 
fire began our march under the guidance of the Rajah's 
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envoy. I doubt if any of onr fiiends would have known 
us, so changed had we become during our captivity^ 
Bice and other grain diet may suit the natives of those 
regions, but it certainly does not agree with an English- 
man's constitution. We were all pale and thin, our 
hair long and shaggy, our clothes worn and tattered^ 
We had darned them and mended them up as best we- 
could with bits of native cloth, but in spite of our efforts 
we officers had a very unofficer-like appearance ; while 
the two men might have served for street beggars, re- 
presenting shipwrecked sailors, but were very unlike 
British men-of-war's men. Eager as we were to get on^ 
we made little progress across the rough country, and 
not till nearly the close of the second day did we obtain 
a glimpse of the bright blue sea. Our hearts bounded 
with joy when we saw it. Still more delightful was it 
to gaze down from a height which we reached on the 
well-squared yards and the white deck of a British 
frigate which lay at anchor in the harbour below us* 
Pat threw up his hat and shouted for joy. He was the 
only one of us who retained anything like a hat ; only 
an Irishman, indeed, would have thought of preserving- 
so battered a head-covering. 

" Sure it serves to keep my brains from broiling," he 
observed, "and what after all is the use of a hat but for 
that, and just to toss up in the air when one's heart's 
in the mood to leap after it." So near did the frigate 
appear that we felt inclined to hail her to send a boat 
on shore, though our voices would in reality have been 
lost in mid air, long before the sound could reach her 
decks. We should haVe hurried down to the shore, had 
not our guide insisted on our proceeding first to the 
B/ajah's abode, where he might report our arrival in 
safety and claim a reward for himself, as well as the' 
better to enable the Bajah to put in his own claims for 
a recompense. We were still standing in the presence 
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of the great man, when a lieutenant and a 'conple of 
nddshipmen with about twenty armed seamen made 
their appearance in the court-yard. Dicky Esse and I 
no sooner caught sight of them than unable to restrain 
our eagerness, we rushed forward intending to shake 
hands with them. 

" Hillo, what are these curious little imps about ? ^* 
exclaimed one of the midshipmen, as we were running 
towards them. 

" Imp ? " exclaimed Dicky. " You would Ipok like- 
an imp if you had been made to hoe in the fields all day 
long with the sun right overhead for the best part of 
half a year. I am an officer like yourself, and will not 
stand an insult, that I can tell you !*' This reply was 
received with a burst of laughter from the two mid- 
shipmen ; but the lieutenant guessing who we were, 
received us both in a very kind way, and Pember with 
Kiddle and Pat coming up, he seemed highly pleased to 
find that we were the prisoners he had been sent to 
liberate. The frigate, he told us, was the "Resolution,'* 
Captain Pemberton, who having heard through some of 
the natives that some English seamen were in captivity, 
had taken steps to obtain our release. 

"We told the Rajah that if any of you were injured, 
or if his people refused to restore you, we would blow 
his town about his ears — a far more effectual way of 
dealing with these gentry than mild expostulations or 
gentle threats. And now," he added, " if there are no 
more of you we will return on board." In a short time 
we were standing on the deck of the frigate. Her 
captain received us very kindly, and soon afterwards 
we made sail. The frigate being rather short of 
officers, we were ordered to do duty till we could fall in 
with our own ship. Pember grumbled somewhat, declaring 
that he ought to be allowed to rest after the hardships 
he had gone through. People seldom know what is 
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best for them, nor did he, as will be shown in the 
sequel. Both Dicky Esse and I were placed in the 
same watch as were onr two followers. The " Resolu- 
tion," had not fallen in with our frigate, and therefore 
we could gain no tidings of any of our friends, and as 
she, it was supposed, had sailed for Canton, we might 
not fall in with her for some time. We cruized round 
and about the shores of the numberless islands of those 
seas, sometimes taking a prize, and occasionally attack- 
ing a fort or injuring and destroying the property of 
our enemies whenever we qould meet with it. One 
night while I was on watch, I found Kiddle near me. 
Though he did not hesitate to speak to me as of yore, 
yet he never seemed to forget that I was now on the 
quarter-deck. 

" Do you, know, Mr. Burton,*' he observed, " that I 
have found an old acquaintance on board. He was 
pilot in the ' Boreas,' and he is doing the same sort of 
work here. I never quite liked the man, though he is 
a fair spoken enough sort of gentleman." 

"What ! is that Mr. Noalles ?" I asked. ' 

" The same ! " and Toby then gave me the account 
which I have before noted of that person. 

" That is strange ! " I said. "I really fancied I had 
seen him before. Directly I came on board it struck 
me that I knew the man, and yet of course I cannot 
recollect him after so many years." He was a dark, 
large-whiskered man with a far from pleasant ex- 
pression of countenance. The ship had been on the 
station some time, and rather worse for wear and tear. 
We had not been on board long, when one night as I 
was in my hammock I felt it jerk in a peculiar manner, 
and was almost sent out of it. I was quickly roused by 
a combination of all conceivable sounds : — the howling 
of the wind, the roar of the seas, which seemed to be 
dashing over us. The rattling of ropes and blocks, the 
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creaking of bulkheads, the voices of the men shouting 
to each other, and asking what had happened, were 
almost deafening, even to ears accustomed to such 
noises. 

"We are aU going to be drowned!" I heard Dicky 
Esse, whose hammock slung' next to mine, sing out. 
" Never mind, Dicky," I answered, " we will have a 
struggle for life at all events, and may be, as the savages 
did not eat us, the sea will not swallow us up." 

Finding everybody was turning out, I huddled on my 
clothes as best I could, and with the rest found my way 
on deck, though I quickly wished myself below again, 
as it was no easy matter to keep my footing when I was 
there, and preserve myself from slipping into the sea, 
which was dashing wildly over our bulwarks. The 
ship was on her beam-ends. By the light of the vivid 
flashes of lightning which continued incessantly darting 
here and there round us, I saw the Captain half dressed, 
with his garments under one of his arms, shouting out 
his orders, which the lieutenants, much in the same 
state as to costume, were endeavouring to get 
executed, their voices however being drowned in the 
tempest. For some minutes, indeed, even the best sea- 
men could scarcely do anything but hold on for their 
lives. One thing appeared certain, either the masts 
must be cut away, or the guns hove overboard. It 
seemed impossible, if this could not be done, that the 
ship would continue above water. Suddenly with a 
violent jerk up she rose again on an even keel with her 
topmasts carried away, and the rigging beating with 
fearful force about our heads. 

"Clear away the wreck!" shouted the Captain. 
Such was now the no easy task to be performed. The 
officers, however, with axes in their hands leading the 
way sprung aloft, followed by the topmen. Blocks and 
spars came rattling down on deck to the no small risk 
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of those below. At length the shattered spars having 
been cleared away, head sail was got on the ship, and 
off she ran before the hniricane, the master having » 
ascertained that we had a clear sea before ns. When 
morning dawned, the frigate which had looked so trim 
at sunset, presented a sadly battered appearance, her 
topmasts gone, the deck lumbered with the wreck, two 
of the boats carried away, a part of the lee-bulwarks 
stove in. The carpenter too, after going below with his 
mates, returned on deck and reported that the ship was 
making water very fast. " We must ease her, sir," I 
heard him say, " or I cannot answer for her weathering 
the gale." The Captain took a turn or two along the 
quarter-deck, his countenance showing the anxiety he 
felt. 

" It must be done," I heard him say. " Send Mr. 
Block aft." He was the gunner. "We must heave 
some of our upper-deck guns overboard, Mr. Block." 
The gunner seemed inclined to plead for them. 

" It must be done," said the Captain. And now the 
crew, who would have sprung joyfully to the guns to 
man them against an enemy, began with unwilling 
hands to cast the tackles loose in order to launch them 
into the ocean. Watching the roll of the ship, first one 
gun was- sent through the port into the deep — another 
and another followed. 

" By my faith it's like pulling out the old girl's teeth, 
and giving her no chance of biting," observed Pat 
Brady, who was standing near me. 

" We will keep a few of her grinders in though, Pat," 
observed Kiddle, " we must handle them the smarter if 
we come alongside an enemy, to make amends for those 
we have lost," 

The heavy weight on her upper deck being thus got 
rid of, the frigate laboured less, and the pumps being 
kept going, the water no longer continued to gain upon 
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us. However, it was necessary to work the chain 
pumps night and day to keep the water under. At 
length we arrived at Amboyna where we remained some 
time repairing damages and refitting the frigate as far 
as we were able. 

" I wish we were aboard our own ship again," said 
Kiddle to me one day, " for I don't know how it is, but 
the crew of this ship declare that* she is doomed to be 
unlucky. I don't know how many men they have not 
lost. They have scarcely taken a prize, and they are 
always getting into misfortune. It's not the fault of 
the Captain, for he is as good a seaman as ever stepped, 
and the officers are all very well in their way, and so 
there's no doubt it's the ship's fault. Some of the 
people to be sure don't like Mr. Noalles, the pilot. 
They don't know who he is or where he came from, 
though that to my mind has nothing to do with it, for 
it's not likely he would be aboard here if he was not 
known to be a right sort of person." 

At length we once more sailed for a place called 
Booroo, where we got a supply of wood and water, as 
well as refreshments and stock, and then sailed for the 
Straits of Banca. As we were standing along the coast, 
when daylight broke one morning, we saw towards the 
land a number of vessels, which were pronounced to be 
pirate prows. In their midst was a large brig, which they 
had apparently captured. "We were standing towards 
them when the land breeze died away, and we lay 
becalmed, unable to get nearer. On this the boats were 
ordered out, and two of the lieutenants, the master, and 
a couple of mates took the command. Dicky Esse and 
I accompanied the second lieutenant. Our orders were 
to board the prows, and if they offered any resistance, to 
destroy them. The water was smooth and beautifully 
blue, while the rising sun tipped the topmost heights of 
ihe lofty hills which rose, as it were, out of the ocean, 
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feathered almost from their summits to the water's edge 
with graceful trees. There lay the brig, while the 
prows were clustered like so many beasts of prey around 
their quarry. The pirates seemed in no way alarmed at 
our approach. Our leader, however, had made up his 
mind, in spite of their numbers to board the brig, and 
then, should the prows interfere, to attack them. As 
soon as this resolution was come to, we dashed forward 
to get on board her without delay. The pirates seemed 
scarcely aware of our intention, and before any of the 
prows had lifted an anchor we were on board. Some 
forty or fifty dark-skinned, villanous looking fellows 
had possession of the brig, but they were probably unable 
to use the big guns, and though they made some little 
resistance, we soon drove them forward, a considerable 
number being cut down, the rest jumping overboard, 
and attempting to swim towards the prows, which, in- 
stantly getting out their sweeps, began to approach us.. 




CHAPTER XVIII. 

HE brig was ours, but we were not to be 
allowed to carry her off without a struggle. 
There were certainly not less than twenty 
prows, each of them carrying from fifty to a 
hundred men, and though the frigate's guns would have 
dispersed them like chaff before the wind, she was too 
far off to render us any assistance. We had therefore 
to depend upon the guns of the brig for our defence. 
They had all been discharged probably by her former 
crew who had struggled desperately in her defence. 
Several of them lay about the deck, cut down when the 
pirates boarded. They, appeared to be Dutchmen with 
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two or three natives. One of the mates and I, with a 
couple of men, were ordered down immediately we got 
on board to bring np shot and powder from the 
magazine. On our way I looked into the cabin. There, 
a sight met my eyes which made me shudder. Close to 
the entrance lay on his back a tall, fine looking old 
gentleman with silvery locks, while further in, two 
young women, their skin somewhat dark, but very 
handsome, they seemed to me, and well dressed, lay 
clasped in each other's arms, perfectly dead. It seemed 
as if the same bullet had killed them both. We had no 
time however to make further observations, but hurrying 
down we found that the magazine was open. We im- 
mediately sent up a supply of powder, as well as round 
shot, which were stowed not far off. We were hurrying 
on deck again, when I thought I saw something 
glittering under the ladder. It was a man's eye. 
Repressing the impulse to cry out, I told Esse what 
I had seen. At the same moment we sprang down and 
seized the man. Esse receiving a severe cut as we did so. 
At the same instant a pistol bullet whistled by my ear. 
It was shot at the magazine, but happily it was at too 
great a distance to allow the flash to ignite the powder. 
Fortunately my right hand was free, and drawing my 
dirk, I pinned our antagonist through the throat to the 
deck. He still struggled, but another blow fixjm my 
companion silenced him for ever. I felt a sensation 
come over me I had never before experienced, but it 
was not a time to give way to my feelings. Had I not 
discovered the man, we should probably in a few 
minutes have all been blown into the air. The prows 
were coming rapidly on. 

" If we had a breeze we should do well," observed 
our commanding officer, "but if not we shall have 
tough work to keep these fellows off." Our guns were 
loaded and run out. We must not throw a shot away/* 
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observed the lieutenant. He kept looking out in hopes 
of a breeze. The topsails had been loosened and all was 
ready for making sail. " Cut the cable," he shouted at 
length. 

" Sheet home the topsails ! Man the starboard 
braces ! Up with the helm ! " Our sails filled and the 
vessers head slowlj turned away from the shore, just as 
the nearest prow was a dozen fathoms from us. A 
couple of shot threw her crew into confusion, and 
before they could grapple us we glided by them, every 
instant gathering way. "Give the next the stem," 
shouted the lieutenant. We did so, but we had scarcely 
way enough to do the vessel much injury. The other 
prows were now gathering thickly round us, and it was 
time for us to open on them with our guns. The 
enemy had no great guns, but the instant we began 
firing, they returned the compliment with matchlocks 
and javelins which came flying thickly on board. As 
we had to fight both sides at once, we had but little time 
to use our own small arms. However, while the men 
were working the guns, Esse and I, and another/ 
midshipman loaded the muskets with which the men 
fired while the guns were being sponged and loaded, we 
youngsters doing our part by firing the muskets which 
were not used. So rapidly did we work our guns, that 
many of the prows at a distance hesitated to approach us 
while those which got near were quickly half knocked 
to pieces. " Hurrah ! there goes one of them down ! " 
sung out Kiddle who was hauling in his gun. " And 
there's another ! and another ! " shouted others of the 
crew. The breeze was increasing. Again the prows 
came on on both sides, but our guns were all loaded, and 
we gave them such a dose, few of our guns missing, 
that once more they dropped astern in confasion. The 
wind had now reached the frigate, which under all sail 
was standing towards us. When the pirates saw this 
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they well knew that their chance of victory was gone, 
and the crews of the headmost ones again firing their 
matchlocks and darting a few more spears at ns, pnlled 
round, and made off with all speed towards the shore. 
Lnflfing np, we bronght onr broadside to bear npon 
them, and gave them a few parting shots, onr crew 
giving a hearty cheer in token of victory. We were 
soon np to the frigate, when Captain Pemberton 
ordered ns by signal to run back, and keep as close 
in shore as we conld, in order to watch the proceedings 
of the pirates. However before long it again fell a 
calm, and both the frigate and brig had to come to an 
anchor. Soon after, the captain and several officers 
came on board the brig to examine her, and to ascertain 
more particularly what she was, and who were the 
murdered persons on board. Among otheri^ was Mr. 
Noalles the pilot. No sooner did he enter the cabin 
than he started back with a cry of horror. 

" What is the matter ? Who are those ?" asked the 
Captain, seeing the glance he cast at the dead man and 
the two ladies. 

" Little did I expect to see them thus," he answered. 
" They were my friends, from whom I have often when 
at Batavia received great attention. That old man was 
one of the principal merchants in the place, and those 
poor girls were his daughters, and again I observed the 
look of grief and horror with which Mr. j^oalles 
regarded them. There had apparently been two or 
three other passengers on board, but what had become 
of them, or the Temainder of the crew, we could find 
nothing on board to tell us. The sight of those poor 
girls, cruelly murdered in their youth and beauty, 
was enough certainly to make the hardest heart on 
board bleed, and yet how much worse might have been 
their fate. A prize crew was put on board the brig, but 
of course the cabin was held sacred till the murdered 

M 
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people were committed to their ocean grave. At first it 
was proposed to bury them on shore, but a strong force 
would have been required had we landed, and as their 
remains might afterwards have been disturbed, it was 
determined to commit them to the deep. For this purpose 
the next morning the Captain came on board the brig with 
most of the officers, the sailmaker having in the mean- 
time closely fastened up each form in several folds of stout 
canvas with a heavy shot at the feet. As Mr. Noalles 
informed the Captain the deceased were Protestants, he 
used the burial service from the Church of England 
prayer book. The words, indeed, sounded peculiarly 
solemn to our ears. All present probably had heard it 
over and over again when a shipmate had died from 
wounds in battle or sickness brought on in the service, 
but their deaths were all in the ordinary way. These 
people had been cut off in a very different manner. I 
remember particularly those words, "In the midst of life 
we are in death." They made an impression on me at 
the time, and more so from what afterwards occurred. 
As they were uttered the old man's corpse was allowed 
to glide off slowly into the calm ocean, into the depths 
of which it shot down rapidly. The bodies of the poor 
girls were launched one by one in the same manner, and 
I could not help jumping into the rigging to watch 
them, as the two shrouded figures went down and 
down in the clear water, till gradually they were lost to 
view. Most of us then returned on board the frisrate. 
Such stores as the brig required were sent to her,, 
as well as a prize crew, and she was then despatched to 
Amboyna to bring the frigate certain stores which it 
appeared she required. As our ship was supposed to be 
cruising in another direction, we remained on board, in 
the hopes of falling in with her. A light breeze towards 
evening enabled the brig to get under weigh three or 
four days after the circumstances I have just related. 
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Esse, who drew very well, made a sketch of her as she 
stood along the land, the rays of the setting snn 
shedding a pink glow on her canvas, while the whole 
ocean was lighted np with the same rosy hue. One 
side of the picture was bounded by the horizon, the 
other by the yellow shores and the lofty broken tree- 
covered heights of the island. We remained at anchor, 
intending to sail in the morning, should there be 
sufficient wind to enable us to move. As the sun was 
sinking into the ocean, the sky and water for a few 
seconds were lighted up with a glow of brightest 
orange, which faded away as the shades of night came 
stealing across the water. from the east. In a short 
time the stars overhead burst forth, and shone down 
upon us, their light reflected in the mirror-like expanse 
on which we floated. The heat was very great. Esse 
and Pember had the middle watch under the Third 
Lieutenant of the ship ; (the second had gone away in 
the prize). The heat making me unwilling to turn into 
my hammock, I continued to walk the deck with Esse. 
Sometimes we stopped and leaned against a gun carriage 
talking, as midshipmen are apt to talk of home, or 
future prospects, or of late occurrences. 

" That foreign-looking pilot aboard here is a strange 
fellow," observed Esse to me. " The people think him 
not quite right in his mind. They say he talks in his 
sleep, and did you observe his look when he caught sight 
of the murdered people aboard the brig?" I did not 
however agree with Dicky's notions. 

" The man has been employed on board ships of war 
for many years, I am told," I answered. " And if he 
was not a respectable character it is not likely that 
they would take him." 

" As to that I have my doubts," answered Esse. " All 
they look to is to get a good pilot who knows the ugly 
navigation of these seas, and that I suppose at all events 
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he does. But see, who is that on the other side of the 
deck ?" As he spoke he pointed to a person who was 
standing, apparently looking out at some object far away 
across the sea. 

" Yes, that is he," I whispered. ** I hope he did not 
hear us." 

" If he did it does not signify," said Esse. While 
we were looking at him, the man walked directly aft, 
and remained gazing as he had done before into the dis- 
tance over the taffrail. The watch at length came to 
an end. " I shall caulk it out on deck," said I. Esse 
agreed to do the same. Indeed, several of the crew 
were sleeping on deck ; Kiddle and Brady among them. 
There also was Pember. Indeed it seemed surprising 
that anybody could manage to exist in the oven-like 
heat which prevailed in the lower part of the ship, 
" Sound slumber to you. Burton," said Esse, and he and 
I before a minute passed were fast asleep. How long 
we had slept I do not know, but I was awoke with the 
most terrific roar I had ever heard. I felt myself lifted 
right up into the air, and then, as it were, shoved off with 
tremendous violence from the deck on which I was lying, 
and plunged into the water. Down ! down ! I sank. 
My ears seemed cracking with the continued roar. My 
breath was going. The horror of deep waters was upon 
me. Then suddenly I appeared to be bounding up 
again. I thought it was all a dream ; I expected to find 
myself in my hammock, or in my bed at \yTiithyford, 
and certainly not struggling amidst the foaming waters 
in the Indian Seas. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

;HEN" I came to the surface, I found myself 
amidst a mass of wreck, and several human 
beings struggling desperately for dear life. 
Some were crying out for help, others 
clutching at fragments of timber, which floated near, 
and others striking out, and keeping themselves afloat 
by their own exertions. I had become a pretty good 
swimmer, and seeing a part of the wreck above water 
not far from me, I made towards it. On my way I saw 
a person clinging to a spar a couple of fathoms off. 
"Who is that?" said a voice. It was that of Dicky 
Esse. " Burton," I answered. " Oh ! do help me ! " 
he cried out. " I cannot swim, and I cannot hold on 
much longer, and if I do not reach the wreck I shall 
drop off and be drowned ! " 

"Hold on," I shouted, "and perhaps I maybe able 'o 
tow the spar up to the wreck. I will try at all events ; 
but do not let go, Dicky ! Do not on any account !" 

I swam to the spar, and partly resting on it, shoved 
it before me towards the wreck, but still I made but 
slow progress. I was afraid that I should be obliged, 
after all, to give it up, as I felt my strength going, 
when a man swimming powerfully, reached us. " Help ! 
help ! do help me ! " I cried out. He said nothing, but 
just touching the spar with one hand, so as not to sink 
it deeper in the water, he shoved it on till we reached 
the wreck. The hammock nettings were just above 
water, and afforded us a better resting-place than 
wo could have expected. " Thank you ! thank you ! " 
I said, as the man hauled Dicky and me into this place 
of refuge. "What shall we next do?" "Wait till 
morning, and if we are then alive, we must get on 
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shore as best we can," he answered. I knew by the 
voice and accent of the speaker that he was Mr. Noalles. 
The bright stars shining down from the sky gave ns 
sufficient light to distinguish objects at a considerable 
distance. As we looked out we saw several other 
persons still alive, some swimming, others holding 
on to bits of timber. We shouted out to them, lest 
they should not be aware that they could obtain a place 
to rest on, at all events, until morning. A voice 
not far off answered us. " Who is that ? " I cried ou£; 
for I thought I recognised it. " Toby Kiddle, sir," was 
the answer. He was swimming up towards us. "I 
have just passed Mr. Pember clinging to a piece of the 
wreck. I will go back and try to bring him here." 
"I will go with you," I said. "No, no, youngster, stay 
where you are," observed Mr. JSToalles, "you will be 
drowned if you make the attempt, I will go ! " The 
next instant, he was striking out in the direction in 
which Toby was now swimming. 

Esse and I watched them anxiously as they dis- 
appeared in the gloom. I was very thankful to think 
that Toby Kiddle was alive, but I could not help 
wishing that Pat Brady had escaped also, as I knew 
that he had been on deck and close to Kiddle. While 
we were looking out for the return of our shipmates, 
another man, one of the seamen, reached the wreck. He 
said he was greatly scorched, and it 6eemed surprising 
that he should have been able to swim so for. There 
were yet a number of people floating about alive, 
and when we shouted several voices answered us. 
Among them I thought I recognised Pat's. " Brady, is 
that you ? " I cried out. " By the powers it's myself, I 
belave," answered Pat, "but where I have been to, 
or what I have been about, or where this is happening 
bothers me particularly. And how I am ever to get to 
you is more than I can tell." 
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" I mnst go to help him/' said I to Esse, "for he will 
be drifted away, even if he manages to cling to what- 
ever he has got hold of." 

" But surely he is drifting towards us," observed 
Esse. " He has got nearer since he began to speak." 
Such indeed was the case, and even before Kiddle 
and Mr. ISToalles returned with Pember, not only Pat, 
but two or three other men had been drifted up to us. 
Pat had helped himself along by striking out with his 
feet, though he was but a poor swinuner, indeed I have 
scarcely ever met an Irish seaman who could swim. 
We could make out other people still floating at some 
distance. Now and then a cry was heard. We shouted 
in return, but there was no reply. It was the last 
despairing utterance of one of our shipmates, before 
he sunk below the surface. Those on the wreck were 
already so exhausted that no one could go to their 
assistance. There were rather more than a dozen 
altogether^ I believe, clinging to the wreck. Several of 
them, from the exclamations they uttered, I found were 
suffering from scorching, or the blows they had received 
from falling pieces of the wreck. 

Morning at length dawned upon us poor human 
beings — the sole survivors of the ship's company, who 
but a few hours before were enjoying life and strength. 
Just then, the words which I had heard at the funeral 
came across my mind-*—" In the midst of life we are in 
death." How true it had proved to them. It might 
prove true to us also, for our prospects of escape were 
small indeed. Pieces of the wreck were floating about 
around us, and I thought I made out two or three 
people still holding on to the fragments, but I could not 
be certain. In the far distance were the shores of the 
island. It seemed so far off, that we could scarcely 
hope to reach it ; yet reach it we must, if our lives were 
to be saved. The sea was smooth, and the warmth 
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of the water prevented onr being benumbed from being 
so long in it. Still, as the sun rose, all hands began to 
complain of thirst. Something must be done however. 
I asked Pember what he would advise, as he, being the 
highest in rank among us, would have to take the 
command ; but his drinking habits had unnerved himi, 
and he answered incoherently: "We must swim, I 
suppose, if we cannot get the wreck under way." 
Esse and I then turned to Mr. ISToalles. He had 
occasionally uttered a deep groan, as if in pain. I 
found that he was severely hurt, partly from the fire, 
and also from the blows he had received. At first, 
apparently, he had not been aware how seriously he had 
been injured. "We must build a raft, lads," he 
answered at length. " See ! here is the maiQ-yard 
alongside of us, with the main-sail and plenty of rope 
hanging on to it. We shall have no lack of materials, 
but there are not many of us, I am afraid, fit for 
the work. He spoke too truly. Esse and I had 
escaped the best. Kiddle, also, was only slightly 
injured, and two of the ship's company had escaped, 
while all the rest were more or less hurt, two or three 
of them very badly. It seemed a wonder they could 
have got on to the wreck, while Pember, either from 
eictemal injury, or the shock his nerves had received, 
was likely to be of little use. 

While we were looking out for the spars and pieces 
of timber to form our raft, a round object appeared at a 
little distance. " It's a pumpkin ! " cried one of the 
men. I darted iuto the water and struck out for it. 
Thankful, indeed, was I to get such a prize. I soon 
brought it back. It was meat and drink to us, and 
though divided among so many, there was little for 
each, yet it might assist in saving our lives. A 
double share was awarded me, but I declined taking 
more than the rest. It revived us greatly, and with 
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onr strength somewhat restored, we began the building 
of onr raft. Those who conld swim, every now and 
then stmck off to get hold of pieces of wood to serve 
onr purpose. Among other things, the jolly-boat's 
mast was found, and it was agreed that it would serve 
us well for a mast for the raft. It was hard work 
getting up the canvas which hung down in the water, 
but at length with our knives we cut off a sufficient 
quantity for a sail. The rope served us for lashing the 
spars which we had collected together. At length we 
managed to get a framework formed. Across this 
we lashed other spars and planks, but it was a very 
slow business, for some of the men could only use 
one hand. Others had their legs so injured, that they 
could not move from where they sat, while so greatly 
diminished was the strength of every one of us, that we 
were unable to secure the lashings as thoroughly as was 
necessary. 

" It is to be hoped no sea will be after getting 
up, or all our fine work will be tumbling to pieces 
entirely," observed Pat, as he surveyed what we had 
done. 

" This will never do as it is," observed Mr. Noalles. 
"We must build a platform on the top of it, to keep us out 
of the water. 

There was no lack of materials to do as he proposed, 
and we, therefore, immediately set about building the 
platform. Its weight brought the lower part of the 
raft deeper into the water, but that could not be helped. 
Some hours passed by while we were thus engaged, and 
again thirst attacked us. We had only eaten half the 
pumpkin. Some of the men entreated that they might 
have the remainder. " Give it them — give it them," 
sung out Pember, " and give me a piece. It is the last 
morsel we shall probably put into our mouths." The 
fruit was cut up into twelve small slices, and distributed 
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evenly. Even now I recollect the delight with which 
my teeth crunched the cool fruit. Every particle, rind 
and all was consumed, as may be supposed. We now 
stepped our mast, and got a sail ready for hoisting. As 
the raft was small for supporting so many people, great 
care was necessary in balancing ourselves on it. Mr, 
IN'oalles, who was evidently suffering greatly, and three 
of the men who were most injured, were placed on 
the platform in the centre. The rest of us ranged 
ourselves round them. Kiddle steering with a spar, 
which we had rigged as a rudder. There was very 
little wind ; what there was, was blowing in the direction 
of the low land of Sumatra, which we calculated to 
be about four leagues off. Mr. Noalles told us, that 
some fifteen or twenty leagues to the north of it was a 
Dutch settlement. If we could reach it, we might there 
obtain assistance. By this time Pember had roused np 
a little, and was able to assume the command of onr 
frail craft, for when he had his proper wits about him, 
he was a very good seaman. Noalles, meantime, was 
getting worse and worse. It was nearly two hours 
after noon before our task was accomplished. We had 
picked up everything we could find floating about 
the wreck, but not a particle of food appeared, nor did a 
cask of water pass near us. What would we not have * 
given for that. All this time the sun, in burning 
splendour, had been beating down upon our unprotected 
heads, for most of us had lost our hats. I secured 
a handkerchief round my head, and Esse did the same. 
" Are you all ready, lads ? " asked Pember. " Ay ! 
ay ! sir," was the answer. " Then shove off, and I 
pray we may reach yonder coast before dark." We 
glided slowly on. For some time we appeared to be ap- 
proaching the land. Then from the way we moved, we 
discovered that a current was running, and was carrying 
us to the southward, rather away from than nearer the 
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point we hoped to reach. Mr. Noalles, who was just able 
to sit up, saw what was happening. 

"I thought so," he muttered. "With so great a 
wretch as I am on board, there is little chance of 
the raft reaching the shore. If the people were wise 
they would heave me overboard ; but, oh ! I am not fit 
to die. I dare not face death and that which is to come 
after it !" 

These words were said in so low a tone that I 
alone, who was sitting close to him, could understand 
him. 

" Die ! did I say, and yet how often have I faced 
death, without a moment's thought of the future, or 
a grain of fear ! " 

" What makes you then think so much about it now, 
sir ? " I asked. " I hope we shall get on shore, and 
that you will recover." I was anxious to calm the 
feelings of the poor man, though I was scarcely 
surprised to hear him speak as he did. 

" Is that you. Burton ? " he said, hearing my voice. 
" They tell me that we have been shipmates before, and 
that I was on board the ship when you were bom ; but 
I don't remember the circumstance." 

" I have been told so," I said, " and the man steering, 
Toby Kiddle, remembers you." 

" Ah ! yes, I think I have an idea of your mother — 
a pretty woman. Where is she now ? " And I told 
him that she was living with Mrs. and the Misses 
Schank, and I added, "there is another sister — a 
Mrs. Lindars, whose husband deserted her." Mrs, 
Lindars?" he said slowly, "and is she still alive?" 
" Yes," I answered, rather astonished at the question. 
** I have been saved another crime ! " he muttered 
between his teeth. He was silent for some minutes. 
Then he abruptly addressed me. " Burton, I believe I 
am dying. I should like to make a clear bosom before 
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I go out of the world. A viler wretch than I am 
has never been borne shrieking through the air by 
demons to the place of torment. Yon speak of Mrs. 
Lindars. She is my wife, for that is my real name. I 
have borne many since then. I was young then, and so 
was she — very young and very beautiful, I thought. I 
wished to run away with her, but she would not 
consent, and we married. At first I thought I could 
settle down in the country, and support inyself by 
my literary and musical talents. I soon found that this 
would not bring me a sufficient income to supply my 
wants, for I had somewhat luxurious tastes. My wife 
gave birth to a child — a daughter. She was a sweet 
little creature. I loved her in a way I never loved any- 
thing before. Each year she increased in beauty. At 
length I had an opportunity of obtaining a large sum by 
committing a crime. A fearful crime it was, and yet I 
did not hesitate. It was necessary to fly the country. 
I could not bear the thoughts of leaving my child 
behind me. It was a cruel act to desert my wife, 
and still more cruel to carry away the child, for I knew 
that her mother loved her as much as I did. " My 
wife was ill, and I pretended to take the child to 
see a relation, from whom I told her I had expectations. 
I knew she could not follow me. Changing my name, 
I crossed to France where I had relations. I never 
cared for gambling, or I should probably quickly have 
got through my ill-acquired wealth. I had followed the 
' sea during the early part of my life, and soon again 
I got tired of remaining on shore. I was eager to start 
on a new expedition, but what to do with my daughter 
in the meanwhile I could not decide. I ought in com- 
mon humanity to have sent her back to her poor 
mother ; but had I done so, I was afraid I should not be 
able again to see her. She was so young when I took 
her away that she did not know her real name. I 
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therefore carried her to Jersey, to which isla^d my 
family belonged, and there left her, pretending that her 
mother was French, and had died soon after her 
birth. The arrangement having been made I came out 
to the Indian Seas and China, and engaging in the 
opium trade made a considerable snm of money. I lost, 
however, the larger portion, and then once more, seized 
with a desire to see my child, I retnmed io Jersey ; 
I found her grown into a beautiful girl. A new under- 
taking had presented itself to me. I would go out 
to India, and make my fortune by serving under one 
of the native princes. I had several times visited 
that country during my wanderings. My daughter 
I knew would materially aid me in my undertaking. 
As I placed before her the advantages to be gained 
in the most glowing colours, and hid what I knew 
would be objectionable, she willingly consented to 
accompany me. Her beauty I felt sure would enable 
me to secure a wealthy marriage for her, but as 
that might not assist my views, I secretly resolved 
to throw her in the way of some native prince, and she, 
once becoming his favourite wife, I felt very sure that I 
should rise to the highest offices in his court. The 
degradation to which I was dooming my child did not 
deter me ; indeed, I persuaded myself that I was about 
to procure a splendid position for her, which she might 
well be satisfied to gain." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

|R. NOALLES, as I will still call him, spoke 
with difficulty, but some secret impulse it 
seemedmadehim anxious to disburdenhismind. 
"I make these confessions to you, Burton," 
he said, " because I want you to convey to my poor wife, 
should you ever return to England, the expression of my 
sorrow for the way I treated her ; and if you can by any 
means discover my daughter, that you may tell her, her 
miserable father died blessing her ; though, alas ! I feel 
that blessings proceeding from such lips as mine may 
turn to curses. But I did not tell you that mercifully 
she escaped the dreadful fate to which I devoted her. 
Among the passengers on board the ship in which we 
went out to India, was a young writer. He was pleasing 
in his manners, but far more retiring and silent than his 
companions, and I did not for a moment suppose that he 
was likely to win the affections of my daughter. He 
had already been in India some years, and was returning 
after a short absence. He therefore knew the country, 
and immediately on landing, proceeded to his station. 
I flattered myself that I had got rid of him, for latterly 
I had observed that my daughter was more pleased with 
his society than with that of anybody else on board. 
We remained some time at Calcutta, where, as I expected, 
my daughter was greatly admired. I, meantime, was 
perfecting myself in Hindostanee, and gaining infor- 
mation to guide my further proceedings. At length we 
got off up the country, but on the way I was taken 
seriously ill. It happened to be at the very station 
where Mr. Bramston was residing. He heard of my 
being there and instantly called, and very niaturally 
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pressed his suit with my daughter. Believing that I 
was dying, I consented to his becoming her lawful pro- 
tector, for otherwise I dreaded lest she should be left in 
the country alone and destitute. Scarcely, however, 
had the marriage taken place than I recovered, and all 
the plans I had designed were brought to nothing. I 
found that my character was suspected, and hastening 
back to Calcutta, I took a passage on board a ship bound 
for Canton, again changing my name, to that by which 
you know me. From that time forward, I have knocked 
about in these seas in various capacities, just able to 
support myself, but ever failing to gain the wealth for 
which I had been ready at one time to sell my soul. 
Of the child I had loved so dearly I had never heard. If 
she wrote to me, her letters must have miscarried, and 
from that day to this I have received no tidings of her. 
Often and often I have thought of returning to India, 
but the dread of being recognized has deterred me, and 
I felt that my appearance would more likely produce 
shame and annoyance than afford her any satisfaction or 
pleasure. Thus all my plans and schemings have come 
to an end, and such fruits as they have produced have 
been bitter indeed ; I cannot talk more, Burton. Pro- 
mise me that you will try to find out my daughter and 
her husband. Bramston, remember, Charles Bramston 
of the. Civil Service — the Bengal Presidency, and his 
wife bore the name of Emily Herbert. Herbert was 
the name I then assumed. She often asked me questions 
about her childhood, but I invariably led her off the 
subject, so that of that she knew nothing. Tell her 
that you saw her father die, and that his last thoughts 
were of her." 

I entreated the unfortunate man to keep up his 
spirits. I pointed out that we were approaching the 
shore, and that before many hours had passed, we should 
probably land on it ; when^ although the Dutch were our 
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enemies, our forlorn condition wonld assuredly excite 
their compassion, and induce them to afford us all the 
relief we could require. " Do not trust too much to 
them," he answered slowly. " Besides, the natives on this 
coast are savage fellows, who would scruple very little 
to put us all to death, and as to getting on shore at all, 
you will not be there for many hours, depend on that ! " 

He ceased; appearing very much exhausted £rom 
having spoken so long. His sufferings, indeed, also, 
had become very intense, for the salt water and the heat 
of the sun had greatly inflamed his legs, which had been 
severely burnt. His voice, in a short time, almost 
failed, but his lips continued to move, and I heard him 
murmuring, " Water ! water ! Oh ! give me but one 
drop to cool my tongue ! Where am I ? Is this hell 
begun already ? Water ! water ! Will no one have 
compassion on a burning wretch ? " 

Still, so strong was his constitution, that in spite of 
his sufferings he lingered on. Another poor man, ap- 
parently not more hurt than he was, in a short time sunk 
under the injuries he had received. The man had been 
sitting up trying to catch a breath of air, when sud- 
denly he uttered a low groan, and fell back on the plat- 
form. 

" The poor fellow is dead, I am afitiid," said Esse, 
taking up his hand, which fell helpless to the position 
from which it had been raised. " Can we do anything 
to restore him ? " 

" There is no use," said Pember, putting his hand on 
the man's mouth, "he will never speak again. The 
sooner we heave him overboard the better." 

He was the first of our number we had to launch into 
the deep. The body floated astern for some time, and we 
could scarcely help casting uneasy glances at it. " Oh ! 
look ! look ! he was alive after all ! " exclaimed Esse. 
We turned round. The body seemed to rise half out of 
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the water, the arms waving wildly. Then down it sank 
and disappeared from view. We also expected to hear 
a shriek proceed from it. " Oh, Pember ! " I exclaimed, 
" why did you let us throw him overboard ? What a 
dreadful thing?" 

" Save your sympathy for those who want it, 
youngster," answered the old mate. "He was as 
dead as a door nail. Don't fear that. Jack Shark 
had got hold of his heels, and that made the body rise 
suddenly out of the water, as you saw him. Well ! it 
will be the lot of more of us before long. I do not like 
the look of the weather. I wonder what Mr. ISToalles 
thinks of it.'' Noalles, however, was unable to speak. 
The wind was increasing, and the sea had already got 
up considerably, making the raft work in a very unsatis- 
factory manner. We had the greatest diifficulty in holding 
on, while the smaller pieces of timber, which had been 
less securely lashed to the frame- work, began to part. 
Still we ran towards the island, our sail helping us con- 
siderably. As the sea increased, steering became, more 
difficult, while the lower part of the raft was so com- 
pletely immersed in the water, that we had the greatest 
difficulty in preventing ourselves being washed off, when 
the foaming seas came rolling over it. We held on as 
best we could, by the beckets, which had been secured 
to the raft for this purpose. We had all now reason to 
dread that we should lose our own lives ; for though 
the raft appeared to be still approaching the shore, yet 
so furiously was it tumbled about, by the fast rising 
seas, that we could with difficulty cling on to it, while 
we could scarcely hope that it would hold together. 
Noalles, as I have said, had been with Pember and two 
other men on the platform. A foam-covered sea came 
roaring towards us. We all held on to the main part of 
the raft. The sea struck it, and before we could make any 
effort to secure it, away it was carried, to a considerable 

N 
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distance from tis, with onr three shipmates still resting 
on it. It seemed surprising that they shonld not have 
been washed off. The same sea carried off one of our 
number, thns leaving six of ns only clinging to the 
main part of the raft. At the same moment onr mast 
and sail were carried away, and we were left at the mercy 
of the seas. In vain we endeavonred with the paddles, 
which we had saved, to get np to the other raft. It 
appeared to be receding farther and farther from tis, 
when another sea, similar in size to that which had torn 
it from the main part, struck it with fall force, and hid it 
from our view. We looked again. The few fragments of 
the wreck could alone be seen ; but our late companions 
had sunk beneath the surface of the troubled waters, 
which now leaped, and foamed, and raged above their 
heads. We had little time to mourn their fate, for we 
were compelled to look after our own safety. Night 
was coming on. A dreary prospect was before ns. 
Still Pat Brady kept up his spirits wonderfully. " Sure, 
Mr. Burton, old Mother Macrone of Ballynaliinch was 
after prophesying you would become an admiral one of 
these days, and sure if we was drownded, we should not 
live to see it, nor you neither for that matter, and so 
sure as Mistress Macrone is an honest woman, and spoke 
the truth, we need not be after throubling ourselves 
about not getting to land. It will be some time before 
we can manage to reach it, however." I cannot say 
that Paddy's remarks had much effect on us, although 
I fully believe he spoke what he thought to be the truth. 
We were still a long way from the land, when darkness 
settled down upon us, and the shattered raft continued 
tossing up and down on the foaming seas. Every instant 
we thought would be our last, for we knew that the 
spars to which we were clinging might be torn from the 
frame-work, and we might be deprived of our last re- 
maining support. StiLl life was sweet to all of ns. We 
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who had escaped were the least injured of the party. 
Twelve had left the wreck, six now alone remained 
alive, two only of the crew of the ill-fated frigate — 
Smith, an Englishman, and Sandy McPherson from the 
INTorth of the Tweed. They were both brave, determined 
fellows, bnt Sandy's spirit was troubled, not so mnch, 
apparently, by the fearfal position in which we were 
placed, as by what he called Pat Brady's recklessness 
and frivolity. Even when thus clinging to onr frail 
raft, now tossed high np on a foaming sea, now sent 
gliding down into the bottom of the trough with dark- 
ness around us, almost starved, and our throats parched 
by thirst, Brady's love of a joke would still break forth. 
*' Arrah, but it's illegant dancing we're learning out 
here ! " he exclaimed, " though faith, I would rather it 
were on the green turf than footing it on the top of the 
green waves, but we will be safe on shore before many 
hours are over." 

"Ay, laddy, but it's ill dancing o'er the graves of 
your friends," observed Sandy. "Just think where 
they are, and where we may be not ten minutes hence. 
You will not keep the breath in your body half that 
time under the salt water, and we may, one and all of 
us, be fathoms deep before five minutes have passed 
away. 

Sandy spoke what we all knew to be the truth, but 
still we would rather have shut our eyes to the un- 
pleasant fact. It is extraordinary that men should be 
able to disregard the -future, even when on the very 
brink of the grave. Is it apathy, or stolid indifference, 
or disbelief in a future existence that enables them to 
do so ? I speak of those without the Christian's hope 
— men who lead profligate lives ; men stained with a 
thousand crimes ; men who have never feared Gt)d, who 
fieemed scarcely to have a knowledge of God. I have 
thought the matter over, and have come to the con- 
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elusion that some men have the power of shutting out 
thought. They dare not let thought intrude for a 
moment. They struggle desperately against thought. 
Sometimes thought conquers, and then fearful is their 
condition. Then the terrors of hell rise up, and they 
would give ten thousand worlds to escape the doom 
they know well they have merited. Even now I do not 
like to think of that night. Slowly the hours dragged 
on. We fancied as we rose to the top of the sea, that 
the wind was blowing with even greater force than 
before, and our fitiil raft was dashed here and there, with 
even greater violence than it had yet endured. We 
felt it breaking up. With a desperate gripe we held on 
to the larger portions of the timber which composed it. 
At length it parted, and Kiddle and I were lefb clinging 
to one part, while our four companions held on to the 
other. We could scarcely hope finally to escape. The 
two portions, however, continued floating within hailing 
distance of each other. We shouted to our friends to 
hold on. Pat Brady answered with a cheerful " ay ! 
ay !" It cheered our spirits somewhat, though not very 
greatly it must be owned. From that moment the sea 
appeared to be going down, and gradually daylight^ 
which we thought had been much further off, stole over 
the world of waters. Fortunately there were some thin 
boards still secured to the portion of the rafb which sup- 
ported Kiddle and me. We agreed to tear them up, 
and with them to paddle towards our Mends. 

After a considerable amount of labour we reached 
them, and immediately set to work, as the sea had again 
become almost smooth, to repair our raft. So thirsiy 
had we become by this time, that it was with difficulty 
we could avoid drinking the salt water. We counselled 
each other, however, not to do so, well knowing the Hi- 
effects which would be produced. We felt now the loss 
of our sail, for the wind was setting directly on shore. 
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Still, slight as was the breeze, it assisted ns along, when 
we stood np, which we did by turns, while the rest 
laboured with the paddles we had constructed. We 
gazed anxiously at the land, but the current still ap- 
peared to be sweeping towards the south. Suddenly it 
changed, and we advanced with far more rapidity than 
we had hitherto done. We could now distinguish 
objects on the shore. We looked out eagerly. No 
houses or huts were to be seen, nor any vessels at anchor. 
A heavy surf, however, was setting on the beach, and 
Kiddle urged us on no account to attempt to land there. 
This was tantalizing, but the danger of having our raft 
upset and being carried out to sea was too great to be 
encountered. With might and main, therefore, we 
continued to paddle along the shore, hoping to find some 
place into which we might stand with less danger. We 
had to continue for some distance, till, at length we got 
round a point by which the land on the other side was 
completely sheltered. We could scarcely hope to find 
a better place. And now, exerting ourselves to the 
utmost, we made towards the beach. With thankful- 
ness did we hear the timbers grate against the sand. 
Esse and Brady, who were nearest the shore, attempted 
to spring on to the beach, but so weak were they, as we 
all were, that in doing so they fell flat on their faces. 
Had we not kept the raft off with our paddles, the next 
sea which came up would have thrown it over them. 
By great exertions they worked themselves up, however, 
out of the reach of the water, and the rest of us crawled 
on shore with more caution. We looked round. No 
one was to be seen. Our first impulse was to throw 
ourselves down on the sand and rest, but scarcely had 
we done so, when the sensation of thirst came over us, 
and weak as we were we set out at once to search for 
water. The trees came down very nearly to the shore, 
here and there rocks appearing among them. We soon 
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separated, each one going in the direction in which he 
hoped he should find the longed-for fluid. I went for- 
ward almost as in a dream. Mj eye at length caught 
sight of a rock at a little distance. I had a feeling that 
water would be found not far off. A sound struck mj 
ear — a low, soft, trickling. Yes ! it was water, I was 
sure of it. I almost fell in my eagerness to hurry on. 
I cannot easUy forget the delight with which my eye 
rested on a natural fountain — a rocky basin, into which a 
bright stream flowed from a crevice in the rock. I 
rushed on shouting out " Water ! water !" Eagerly I 
put my mouth to the pure fountain-head. Oh ! how 
deliciously sweet I found it. I let it run over my face, 
parched and cracked by the hot sun and salt water. 
Brady, who was nearest to me, heard me shout. "Hurrah, 
lads ! hurrah, lads ! here's water !" he cried out, making 
a few attempts at leaps, as he rushed forward. The 
others took up the cry, till the whole six of us were 
putting our mouths to the fountain, for scarcely had I 
withdrawn mine than I returned again for a &esh 
draught, the others doing the same thing. It is sur- 
prising that we did ourselves no harm by the quantity 
we swallowed. Brady declared that he heard it fizzing 
away as it went down his throat, from the heat of his 
inside. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

AVING quenched our burning thirst, our 
next impulse was to seek for rest. Since 
we had been sleeping on the deck of the ill- 
fated frigate, not one of us had closed his 
eyes. Collecting, therefore, a quantity of dried leaves 
and boughs, we made a bed, on which we threw our- 




BEN BTTBTON. 183 

selves, the boughs forming a shade overhead. In an 
instant almost I was asleep, and so, I believe, were 
most of my companions. We had escaped the dangers 
of the sea, but we had a good many more to enconnter. 
The thoughts of them, however, could not drive away 
sleep. I was awakened by feeling a gnawing sensation 
of hunger. It was not so painful, perhaps, as thirst, but 
it was very trying. I could have eaten a raw lizard 
had I found it crawling over my face. My companions 
soon awoke from the same cause, but nothing eatable, 
animal or vegetable, could we find. We hurried down 
to the beach^ and searched about for shell-fish. Not one 
could we see. 

" It will not do, lads, to stop here to starve," observed 
Kiddle. " What do you say, Mr. Burton ? Had not 
we better push on along the shore, while we have a 
little strength left, and try and find some natives who 
may give us food ?" 

Esse and I agreed at once to Toby's suggestion, and 
returning once more to our fountain for another draught, 
we set out along the coast. Esse and I had on shoes, 
but after being so long in the salt water, they became 
shrunk and shrivelled when they dried, and were rather 
an inconvenience than any assistance in walking. The 
rest of the party had no shoes, and the hot sands burnt 
and blistered their feet. We dragged ourselves on for 
about a mile, or it might have been more, when turning 
a point we saw before us in the deep bay, a prow at 
anchor. She was so close in shore, that should we con- 
tinue in that direction we could scarcely hope to escape 
the observation of those on board. Should she prove 
to be one of the fleet with which we had had the scratch 
a few days before, her people might not be inclined to 
treat us very civilly. Still, hunger made us desperate. 
We pushed on, therefore ; when, surmounting a rocky 
height and looking over the ridge, we saw down belo'v^ 
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US a party of dark-skinned natives, collected at a short 
distance from the shore, while three or four other prows 
were at anchor a little farther on. Some of the people 
were squatting round a fire cooking, others were repair- 
ing a boat, and others lying on the ground. An old 
man with silvery beard, whom we took to be a chief, 
was seated on a carpet, under the shade of a tree, 
smoking his long pipe, while two or three men squatted 
at a little distance, apparently ready to obey his coni- 
mands. We discovered that they had each of them 
some ugly-looking weapons in their hands, and it sud- 
denly occurred to us that should we make our appear- 
ance together, they might, without asking questions, 
use them upon our heads. I, therefore, undertook to 
go forward by myself, advising my companions, if they 
saw me killed, to make the best of their way oflT in an 
opposite direction. 

" By the powers, though, but that will never do ! " 
exclaimed Brady. *' If anybody's to be killed, I'm the 
boy, and so just let me go forward, if you plase." 

" No, no," I said, " I am young, and much less likely 
to excite their anger than you would be." 

Pat still demurred. At length I had to exert my 
authority, and directed him to stay quiet while I went 
forward. I shall not forget the poor fellow's look of 
anxiety as he saw me creep away down the lull, for I 
was anxious that the Malays should not discover from 
what direction I came. I confess that I did not feel 
quite comfortable about the matter, but I thought to 
myself it is just as well to be killed outright, as to die 
by inches from starvation. The Malays were not a 
little astonished at seeing an English midshipman in 
their midst, although I certainly had very little of the 
smart look which belongs to the genus. The guards 
in front of the old Rajah, as soon as they cast eyes on 
me, started to their feet with uplifted weapons, at which 
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I halted, and made a profoimd salam to the old gentle- 
man beyond them. It had its due effect, for directly 
afterwards they lowered their swords, and their looks 
became much less threatening. I thought, therefore, 
that I might venture to approach, and advancing slowly, 
I made another salam. As I could not speak a word 
of Malay, I had to explain by signs the intelligence I 
wished to convey. I therefore pointed to the sea, and 
then put my hands together, rocking them up and 
down, in imitation of a vessel, and then making the 
sound of an explosion, I endeavoured to explain that 
my ship was blown up. Next, I pointed to myself, 
holding up one finger, adding five others, and then, 
moving the palm of my hand from the sea toward the 
shore, indicated that we had just landed. I judged 
from the expression of the spectators' countenances that 
they understood me, and, making another salam, I asked 
permission of the Bajah to go and fetch my companions. 
He nodded, and I hurried off. I could not, however, 
resist the temptation of passing near the fire where the 
men were cooking. On it was boiling a large pot of 
rice. I held out my hands, and entreated that the cooks 
would put some of their food into them. They under- 
stood me, and I presently had my hands filled with hot 
rice, so hot, indeed, that I nearly let it fiEill. In spite, 
however, of the heat, my mouth was soon embedded in 
it. Before I had gone far, I had eaten the whole of it. 
I made signs that I should like to take some to my 
companions, but the Malays in return signified that 
they must come and fetch it themselves.- Pat Brady's 
delight on seeing me knew no bounds. Followed by 
the party, I quickly returned. "We were none of us 
objects to excite fear. Malay pirates are not much 
addicted to feelings of pity. Such we believed to be 
the occupation of the gentry before us. Smith, I found, 
could speak a little Malay, and, putting him forward as 
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interpreter, we explained more clearly to the Rajah 
what had happened, and begged him to help us to reach 
some European settlement, whence we could find our 
way back to our ship. This request made him cast 
a suspicious look at us. 

" Are jou Dutch ?" he asked us suddenly. 

Smith assured him that we were British. 

" He says, sir, it is fortunate we are so," observed 
Smith to me, interpreting the Rajah's reply. " They 
vow vengeance against the Dutch, whom they say 
tyrannize over them, and declare that if we had been 
Dutch they would have cut the throat of every mother's 
son of us." 

"If they have any doubt about the matter," ex- 
claimed Brady, " tell them that I will dance an Irish 
jig, and, by the powers, that's more than any Dutchman 
could ever do. But I say. Bill, before I favour them 
with a specimen of my talents, just hint that a little 
provender will be acceptable down our throats." 

Smith explained that we had a great dancing-man 
among us, an art in which the chief in his sagacity 
must be aware the Dutch did not excel, and he hinted 
that not only to the dancLug man but to the rest of us 
some food would be very acceptable. The Bajah in reply 
told him, if we would sit down our wants should soon 
be supplied. By this time the messes over the fire were 
cooked, and with more liberality than I had expected, 
the Malays placed before us a couple of bowls full of 
fish and rice. Without ceremony, we plunged our hands 
into the food, which disappeared with wonderful rapidity 
down our throats. 

" Take care the bones don't stick in your gullets,, 
boys," cried Pat, every now and then turning round to 
the Rajah and making him a bow. " I say. Smith, just 
tell his Majesty, or whatever he calls himself, that as- 
soon as I have stowed away as much as I can carry, I 
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will give him a specimen of the jintalist Balljswiggan 
jig that he ever saw in his life before." 

Paddy was as good as his word, and no sooner waa 
our meal finished, than jximping up, forgetting all his 
fatigue, he began dancing a real Irish jig with wonder- 
ful agiHty, making the music with his own voice, crying 
out to us, every now and then, to strike up an accom« 
paniment. The effect was at all events very advan- 
tageous to us, for the old Rajah looked on with astonish- 
ment and approval as Paddy continued his performance 
When he ceased, the chief called Smith up to him, and 
spoke a few words. 

" He asks where you learnt the art of dancing," said 
Smith. 

" Oh ! jist tell his honour, or his riverence, if that 
title plaises him the better, that it comes natural to an 
Irishman with his mother's milk. I have danced ever 
since I put foot to the ^ound. Just as natural, tell 
him, as it comes to him and his friends to go oilt 
robbing and murdering, and such like little divartise- 
ments." 

I rather fancy Smith did not give an exact interpre- 
tation of Brady's answer ; at all events the performance 
put the old pirate into a very good humour. Seeing the 
condition of our clothes, which were the worse for 
having been soaked in salt water so long, he sent a 
boat aboard his prow, which returned with a supply of 
Eastern garments. How they were come by we did 
not inquire. They had never been worn, and were 
most probably part of the cargo of some captured 
trader. We very thankfully put them on, and the chief 
then told Smith that if we liked to lie down and sleep, 
we should have another meal when we woke up again^ 
provided our dancing-man would undertake to give 
more of his performances, as he would then have a few 
other friends as spectators. 
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" Tell his honour I will do it with all the pleasure in 
the world," answered Brady, making a salam at the 
same time towards the Rajah, who seemed highly 
pleased with his good manners. The chief then pointed 
to a shady spot, on which his attendants spread some 
carpets. Here we thankfully lay down, and I do not 
think I ever slept more soundly in my life, forgetting 
all the hardships I had gone through. When we awoke 
the sun was well nigh dipping into the ocean, and the 
Malays had finished the repair of their boat. The old 
chief was, however, still seated on his carpet, with four 
or five other individuals, habited much in the same 
way, and all gravely smoking. As soon as we sat up, 
another bowl of rice and fresh meat was brought us. 
After we had partaken of it, the Bajah called to Smith, 
who told Paddy that he was expected to begin his per- 
formance. 

" With the greatest pleasure in life ! " he exclaimed, 
springing up, " but you must all come and support m.e, 
and sing and clap your hands, and toe and heel it, too, 
every now and then. It will make my dancing go off 
better, and show the old boy that we wish to do our 
best to please him." 

Paddy's strength having been completely recruited 
by his sleep and ample meals, he far outdid his morn- 
ing's performance, and elicited the warmest signs of 
approval from the spectators, of which orientals are 
capable. When it was over, all hands got into the 
boats, the Rajah taking us with him on board his 
vessel. We had from the first suspected, as was the 
case, that the prows did not belong to this part of the 
country. It berag evident that the pirates did not intend 
us any harm, we went to sleep again soon after we got 
on board, in spite of our afternoon snoose. At daybreak 
the fleet of prows made sail for the spot where the 
frigate had blown up. No part of her was, however, 
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now above water. A few seamen's chests were seen 
floating abont, and pieces of the wreck ; and the saddest 
sight of all, here and there, the corpses of some of onr 
late companions. From the way we were treated, we 
concluded that our friends did not form part of the 
fleet with which the boats of the "Resolution" had 
been engaged a few days before, and of course Smith 
wisely forebore to mention the subject. Finding that 
nothing more was to be picked up from the wreck, the 
pirate fleet continued their cruise along the coast, look- 
ing out for trading craft, from China, Java, and other 
parts. At night, when the weather was fine, we kept 
under way, like a pack of wolves, hoping to come sud- 
denly upon a quarry. In the day-time the fleet would 
lie hid behind some point of land, so that they might 
dart out on any unwary passer-by. I learnt a lesson 
from their mode of proceeding, from which I hoped 
some day to benefit, should I, in the course of service, 
be ever sent to look after such gentry. What were 
their intentions regarding us all this time we could not 
tell. The old chief, though ready enough to ask ques- 
tions of us, was not very communicative in return, and 
Smith could learn nothing from him. 

" Perhaps he intends to demand a ransom for us," I ob- 
served. 

" He may, sir, but I rather think that he will keep us 
until some day he is hard pressed by any of our men- 
of-war, and then he will threaten to cut our throats 
if our friends do not let him get off*, and it is my belief 
he would do it, sir. These sort of people are very civil 
as long as you please them, but just get on the other 
tack and they will not scruple a moment to knock their 
best friend on the head." 

This was not a pleasant piece of information, but it 
did not greatly damp our spirits. "We had all recovered 
from the effects of our exposure on the raft, but were 
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getting somewhat weary of our long detention on board 
the prows. That Smith was right in the description of 
our hosts, we had soon too clear evidence. It was 
night. "We were gliding calmly over the moon-lit 
ocean when suddenly we came npon three native orafb. 
Smith said they were Javanese. The prows boarded, 
one on each side of the strangers. In an instant the 
Malays threw themselves on board. There was very 
little. resistance, and they returned almost immediately, 
each man laden with a bale of goods. With wonderfbl 
rapidity the more valuable part of the cargo was trans- 
ferred on board the prows. The chiefs prow remained 
at a little distance, ready to render assistance apparently 
if required. Esse and I were watching what was taking 
place. Presently we saw a figure appear at the stem of 
the prize. The next instant there was a plunge, and 
the waters closed over the man's head. Another and 
another followed. The prow then cast off, and a bright 
flame burst forth from the merchant vessel. The 
materials of which she was composed, ignited rapidly, 
and in another instant she was one mass of fire ; one 
after the other was treated in the same way. We had 
got half a mile from the scene before all the vessels 
taken had burned to the water's edge and sunk, leaving 
not a trace behind, while we sailed away with the goods 
which had lately filled their holds. I confess I did not 
feel quite as comfortable in the society of our friends 
after this occurrence as I had done before. We had 
been nearly six weeks on board, and the pirates had 
taken a considerable number of prizes, when Smith told 
us that he suspected, from the conversation he over- 
heard, that they were about to return to their own 
stronghold, to which traders were wont to resort for the 
purchase of their goods. Our best chance of escape will 
be to make a bargain with one of the captains, and get 
him to buy us of the Eajah, we promising to repay him. 
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Esse and I talked over the matter, and, thongh it did not 
appear very promising, we of course agreed to attempt 
it, if we could find no other way of escape. Two nights 
after this we were at sea with the wind aft, and the 
water smooth, though the sky was overcast. Now and 
then the moon came forth, soon again, however, to be 
obscured. Our prow was leading. A small vessel, 
apparently a trader, appeared ahead, and we gave chase. 
She must have seen us, and made all sail to escape. 
We pursued eagerly. Now we saw her, now the dark- 
ness hid her from sight. On we went. The night was 
hot, and Esse and I, with our companions, were on the 
fore-part of the deck watching the chase, hoping heartily 
she would escape. 

" She's distanciQg us, sir," observed Kiddle. " She's 
in luck, for I don't think the black fellows will have her 
this time." 

Suddenly the moon beamed forth. 

" Hillo ! why, what is that ? " exclaimed Esse. 

We all eagerly looked out. A little on the starboard 
bow, the rays of the bright luminary fell upon the 
white canvas of a tall ship standing across our course. 

" She's a man-of-war, or I am a Dutchman ! " ex- 
claimed Kiddle, " and a fiigate too." 

" Perhaps she is the Orion herself, after all," cried 
Esse ; " Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! " 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

■ IRECTLY the crew of the prow discovered the 
frigate they lowered the sails, and getting out 
the oars, began to poll her head round in the 
direction of the wind's eye. At that moment, 
however, the chase had got close to the frigate. 

" She is telling her what sort of gentry we are, 
and depend upon it she will be after us directly," said 
Kiddle. 

He was right apparently, for inmiediately the frigate's 
head sails were seen shivering in the breeze, and slowly 
coming about, she stood towards us on the other tack. 
The other prows discovered her at the same moment 
that we did, and were now pulling away as fast as their 
crews could urge them through the water. The frigate, 
as she approached, began firing from her foremost guns. 
Had one of her shots struck us between wind and water, 
it would have sent us to the bottom. As to the prows 
escaping, it seemed scarcely possible. Still the Malays 
held on, tugging desperately at their oars. While some 
of the crew were rowing, the rest were employed in 
examining the priming of their muskets, and feeling the 
edge of their swords, while a low conversation was car- 
ried on among them. 

" I do not quite like what they are saying, sir,'* said 
Smith to me. ^' As far as I can make out, they are 
vowing to Allah, that if the frigate comes up with them 
they will knock us all on the head and blow themselves 
up. They are in earnest, I am afraid, for I know 
their people have done the same sort of thing before 
now." 

"Tell them,"Isaid, "that as they have treated us so well, 
that if they will haul down their colours we will use our 
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influence with the captain of the ship to have them set 
at liberty. Tell them we think she is the ship we belong 
to, and that if they are wise men they will follow our 
advice." 

Smith, knowing pretty well that our lives depended 
upon the way he might put the matter to the old chief, 
began to address him slowly. Gradually he grew more 
energetic and warm. While he was speaking a shot 
came flying close by us, carrying away the greater 
number of the oars on one side. Escape now seemed 
impossible. Again we urged our advice. The chief 
seemed unwilling to follow it, 

"Ask him if he hasn't got a wife or two and a 
few young children at home who would like to see him 
again," said Brady to Smith. ** Tell him at all events 
we have, and if he's a wise man that he will live 
himself and let us live. Faith, it's a little exaggeration 
as far as some of us are concerned, but if it excites the 
old gentleman's commiseration, sure Father O'Rouke 
would absolve me for that as well as a few other lies I 
have had to tell in my life." 

Smith interpreted these remarks. The Eajah spoke 
to his crew. Directly afterwards the uninjured oars 
were thrown in. 

" We have got your promise then, young officer, that 
my people and I shall be uninjured, and shall be allowed 
to go free ? " said the chief. 

<* Yes," I answered, " I fully believe if that frigate is 
the one to which we belong, that the captain will carry 
out my promises." 

On this the chief briefly addressed his crew. 

The frigate understanding apparently that we had 
given in, ceased firing, and directly afterwards hove to. 
There was just time to lower a boat^ when again she 
stood on in chase of the other prows. The moon was 
now shining brightly, and by her light we saw a boat^ 
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approacHing ns. In a few minutes she was alongside, 
and her crew, led bj an officer, sprang on board. I 
ihonght I recognized Oldershaw's figure. " They hare 
given in," I shouted out, " and we have promised that 
you would spare their lives and let them go free." 

" Hillo ! who is that ? Bless my heart, who are 
you ?" exclaimed Oldershaw. "What ! Ben Burton ! 
Is it possible ! " 

We were all of us, it must be remembered, in Eastern 
dresses, finding them far more comfortable than those 
we had laid aside. 

" Yes, and I am here too ! " sung out Dicky Esse. 

" I am heartily glad of it," exclaimed Oldershaw. 
" We thought you had all been knocked on the head by 
the savages long ago. And have any more of you 
escaped ?" 

"Yes, sir;" said Toby Kiddle. "Here am I, and 
here's Pat Brady, and these two men of the * Resolution,* 
and fortunate men they are, for they are the only ones 
alive out of the whole ship's company." 

Oldershaw now learned from us, for the first time, of 
the sad loss of the frigate. We told him also how well 
we had been treated by the Rajah. On this Oldershaw 
went up and shook him by the hand, and told Smith to 
assure him that no harm would be done him or his 
people, and that the captain of the frigate would be very 
much obliged to him for the way he had treated us. 
The old chief seemed highly pleased, and ordered pipes 
and coflfee to be brought aft, and in ten minutes we were 
all seated in the after part of the prow, smoking the 
fragrant weed and sipping the warm beverage, while 
the Malays were doing the honours to our men. I need 
not say, however, that Oldershaw told us all to keep a 
bright look out, so that in case of treachery being in- 
tended, we might not be taken by surprise. The frigate 
stood on, and from the rapid firing we heard, it was pretty 
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evident that she was rouglilj handling the other prows. 
The chief shrugged his shoulders. " It was the will of 
Allah," he said, " if his people were killed, it was not 
his fault, nor was it ours, so he hoped it would not in- 
terfere with our present friendly relations." Such, at 
least was something like the interpretation which Smith 
gave us of his remarks. At length the frigate was seen 
running back. As she approached, we fired a gun to 
draw her attention, and in a short time she was up to 
us, shortening sail as she approached. Another boat 
now came oflT from her, when Esse and I went on board 
and reported ourselves to Captain Oliver. He was 
walking the quarter-deck when we appeared at the 
gangway. " What ! " he exclaimed, " you my midship- 
men. I thought when I saw you that you were a 
couple of young Malays. Come into the cabin, and let 
me hear your account. I am, indeed, heartily glad to 
hear that you have escaped." Mr. Schank expressed 
equal satisfaction at again seeing us, as indeed did all 
our shipmates. When he heard how well we had been 
treated by the old Rajah, he sent to request his presence 
on board, that he might thank him personally for his 
kindness to us. After some little delay, notice was 
given that the Rajah was coming on board in one of our 
boats. The sides were manned to do him honour, and 
in a short time he appeared at the gangway, no longer 
habited in the dingy costume in which we had seen him, 
but superbly dressed with a turban glittering with gems, 
and richly jewelled sword by his side, attended by four 
other persons also finely habited. Without the slightest 
embarrassment, he followed the captain, after a due 
amount of salams had passed between them, into the 
cabin. He there took his seat with perfect composure, 
and Smith was summoned to act as interpreter. Captain 
Oliver again thanked him for his kindness to us, and 
then took occasion to express his regret that he should 
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over be engaged in deeds of which the English could 
not approve, such as robbing vessels and knocking their 
crews on the head, or sending them overboard. The 
old chief did not for a moment deny that snch were his 
nsnal occupations, but observed quietly that his fathers 
had done the same before him, and as it was necessary 
to live, he should be glad to hear if the English chief 
could point out any better occupation. " Surely," he 
remarked, " you do just the same. What are all these 
guns for ? For what are the arms you and your people 
carry, but to rob and kill your enemies?" and the old 
gentleman chuckled, fully believing that he had check- 
mated the infidel chief. 

"Well, well," answered Captain Oliver, "we will 
talk of that another time ; but have you any favour to 
ask which it is in my power to grant, as I shall be glad 
to do anything to please you, to show my gratitude." 

The Rajah thought a minute. " No," he said. " You 
have refrained from sending my vessel to the bottom 
when you had the power to do so, and I have no m.ore 
to ask since you allow me to go free. But there is one 
favour. I should like again to see your dancing man 
go through his wonderful performance." 

Until we explained the remark, Captain Oliver was 
puzzled to know what his guest meant. " What do you 
say, Schank. We have a few men on board who can 
dajice, besides the Irishman, have we not ?" 

" Yes, sir, there are several," observed Mr. Schank. 

" Very well, just go and make such arrangements to 
you can best manage on deck, and we will have our 
guest up when all is ready." In a short time Tom 
King entered the cabin, 

" Please, sir," he reported, " the ball-room is pre- 
pared, and the dancers are ready." 

" Very well," said the Captain, and he made a sign 
to our Malay friends to accompany him on deck. 
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A number of the crew with, lanterns in their hands 
had been arranged round the qnarter-^eck. On the 
after part, carpets and cushions had been spread on 
which our guests were requested to take their seats, 
while between every two men with lanterns, stood 
others, each with a blue light case in his hand. We 
had on board a couple of fiddlers, besides the marines* 
fifes and drums. All our musical powers had been 
mustered for the occasion. 

" Strike up ! " cried Mr. Schank, and the fiddlers 
began to play, joined in by the other instruments as 
they did so. The circle of lantern men opened, and 
Pat Brady, followed by nearly a dozen other men, sprang 
into the centre. Pat first performed a jig for which he 
was celebrated. It was followed by a regular sailor's 
hornpipe. When this was finished, the band struck up 
a Scotch reel. At the same time the blue lights were 
ignited and four men in kilts and plaids sprang into the 
circle and commenced a Highland fling, shrieking and 
leapiag, and clapping their hands in a way that made 
the old B/ajah almost jump off his cushions with 
astonishment, the glare of the blue lights increasing 
the wild and savage appearance of the dancers. 

" Bismillah ! These English are wonderful people !" 
exclaimed the old Rajah. "If they would but foUow 
the prophet, and take to piracy like us, they might 
possess themselves of the wealth of all the world, for 
who could stand agaiQst them !" So delighted was the 
old gentleman with his entertainment, that he declined 
receiviQg any further present with the exception of a 
few bottles of rum which he could not bring himself to 
refuse* He promised also that should any English 
people fall into his power, that for the sake of us, and 
our dancing friends, he would always treat them with 
kindness, and assist them in reaching any port they 
might desire. 



198 BEN BUBTOK. 

We now put hiin on board his prow, and sent him 
rejoicing on his waj. Possibly he might not have been 
so well pleased when he came to discover that three of 
his fleet had been sunk bj our gnns, and yet he was 
evidently too great a philosopher to allow such a matter 
to weigh heavily upon his spirits. I was very thankful 
to be once more on board the frigate. Captain Oliver 
treated me and Esse with the greatest kindness, for 
though we had kept up our spirits, we were rather the 
worse for the hardships we had gone through, and the 
strain on our nerves ; for midshipmen have nerves, 
whatever may be thought to the contrary, though they 
are fortunately very tough and not easily put out of 
order. We were accordingly put into the sick list and 
relieved from duty for a couple of weeks. I repeated 
to Mr. Schank the account which Mr. Noalles had given 
me of himself. He was greatly astonished at what I 
told him. 

" I little thought the man I knew so well when I was 
last in these seas was the one who had behaved so 
cruelly to my poor sister," he said. " However he has 
gone, and peace be to his memory. I will do my ut- 
most to discover his daughter, and I should think as 
Mr. Bramston must be well-known in Bombay, there 
can be little difficulty in doing that. I will write the 
first opportunity to a friend I have in Calcutta, and get 
him to make all the enquiries in his power." After 
cruising for some months among the East India Islands, 
we returned to Canton. We were there directed to 
convoy a fleet of merchantmen round to Calcutta. 
What with risks from pirates, from rocks and shoals, 
from hurricanes, from enemies' cruisers, and from the 
unseaworthiness of some, it is a wonder that we managed 
to bring the greater portion of the vessels under our 
charge safe to their destination. Mr. Schank's Mend 
told him that he had enquired for Mr. Bramston, and 
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found that he had for some years been residing as a 
district judge in Ceylon, where, indeed, he had passed 
the greater portion of his time. He understood that he 
was alive and married, but how long he had been mar- 
ried he could not tell, or whether he had married a 
second time. This much was satisfactory. 

We had now been upwards of four years on the sta- 
tion, and were every day expecting to be ordered home. 
The Admiral, however, told our Captain, that not 
having more frigates on the station than he required, 
he must keep us till we were relieved. We were just 
weighing anchor to proceed back to Canton, when a 
frigate was seen standing towards us. 

She soon made her number. "The Thetis." The 
signal book was in instant requisition, and the answer 
to our question was : " Direct from England to relieve 
the ' Orion.' " The signal midshipman threw up his 
hat as he read it. A shout ran along the decks. Be- 
fore she had come to an anchor, our boat was alongside, 
and returned with a bag of letters and newspapers. We 
delayed our departure that we might receive her letters 
home in return. For a long time I had not heard from 
my mother. She was well, and she gave me a very 
good account of Mrs. and the Misses Schank, and the 
dear Little Lady. But she said that she herself was 
sorely annoyed by letters from Mr. QiUooly, who still 
persevered in his suit. " They are warm enough and 
devoted enough in all conscience," she observed, " so 
much so indeed, that I feel sure they are written under 
the influence of potent tumblers of whisky. Though I 
never could endure a milk-sop, yet I have a still 
greater objection to the opposite extreme. Besides, 
Ben," she added, "my dear boy, however my friends 
may urge me, I wish to die as I have lived, faithful to 
the memory of your brave father.'' 

I could not but applaud the resolution of my mother, 
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at tlio same time that I felt anxious that she should do 
whatever would most conduce to her happiness. The 
officers, and parties of the ship's companies having ex- 
changed visits with each other, we bade our relief fore- 
well, and with joyous hearts made sail for Old England. 




CHAPTER XXIII. 

|LD England was reached at length. I need 
not give the particulars of the passage 
home. Nothing very particular occurred. 
Portsmouth was a very busy place in those 
days. Ships fitting out or paying off kept up a 
constant bustle. The water was alive, the streets were 
alive with human beings, and the inns were full of 
them. We were several days paying off, but at length 
were once more free. I was eager to go and see my 
mother, and the Little Lady and our kind friends. 
Mr. Schank having business in Portsmouth told me to 
go on before him, promising to follow in a few days. 

" Give my love to my mother and sisters," and my 
very kind regards to your excellent mother," he said. 

I thought he looked somewhat oddly as he spoke, 
and I have an idea that a more ruddy glow than usual 
came over his features ; but that of course might have 
been fancy. Oldershaw, who lived a little to the north 
of Whithyford agreed to accompany me, and Dick Esse, 
and Tom Twig happened to be going up to London the 
same day. We therefore all took our places on the 
coach together. Oldershaw had secured tjie box seat, 
we three took our places behind him. There was one 
other spare place, and we were wondering who would 
occupy it, when a stout, large- whiskered, middle-aged 
man climbed up and took .the seat. By the way he 
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stepped up, and by liis general appearance I saw at 
once that lie was a seaman. Whether he was an officer 
or not I could not exactly make out. The guard's horn 
sounded, and off we dashed up Portsmouth High 
Street. I had by this time grown into a tall, well- 
made lad. I looked indeed, as I was, quite a young 
man particularly contrasted with my companions, who 
though really older, were both remarkably small for 
their age. We were not too old, however, to be up 
to all sorts of midshipmen-like pranks, and Oldershaw 
had some difficulty in keeping us in order. Dicky and 
Tom were somewhat inclined to play their tricks on our 
companion, and made several attempts to sell him. He 
took their jokes, however, in very good part, and always 
turned their batteries upon themselves. I was sitting 
on the opposite side to him. 

"Take care what you are about," I whispered to 
Esse. " He may be a post-captain or an admiral, and 
you will find he is one of your examining captains when 
you come to pass." 

"They do not travel on the top of stage coaches," 
answered Dicky. " Only small fry enjoy that privilege 
— ^lieutenants, mates, and midshipmen." 

"Do not be too sure of that," I said. "At all 
events, you may find him the first lieutenant of the next 
ship you join, and he may not forget your free and easy 
style." 

" If he is worth his salt he will not harbour revenge 
for what I have said or done," persisted Dicky. 

However, I observed that both he and Twig were 
more careful than before in their way of addressing 
the stranger. I heard them telling him where we 
had been and some of the adventures we had gone 
through. 

" Have you ever been out in those parts, sir ? " asked 
Tom. 
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** Yes, and I know sometliing about them, but it is a 
good many years ago, probably before any of you young 
gentlemen were bom, or so much as thought of," 
answered the stranger. 

" Have you been away from England lately ? " asked 
Tom. 

"For a good many years, young gentleman," an- 
swered the stranger. 

"To a distant station, I suppose, to North America or 
the West Indies." 

"No," answered the stranger, "I have been where 
I hope you may never be, and where I may never 
be again, kept from all you love or care for on 
earth. I have been inside the walls of a French 
prison." 

"I hope not, indeed," said Tom. "Parlez-vons 
Francais, Monsieur ? " 

" As to that, I may understand a few words, but it is 
no pleasant matter to learn the lingo of one's enemies, 
and I felt something like an old master who was shut up 
with me, and declared he would never prove such a 
traitor to his country as to learn one single French word 
all the time he was in prison." 

In a very short time Dicky and Tom got back 
to their chaffing mood. I was sorry not to have some 
conversation with the stranger. The latter, however, 
did not seem inclined to exchange jokes with them and 
became silent, every now and then, however, speaking a 
few words with Oldershaw behind whom he sat. We 
separated in London, where Oldershaw took us to a 
respectable lodging-house with which he was ac- 
quainted, and early the next morning we started by the 
coach for Lincolnshire. Oldershaw and I occupied the 
only two places outside. 

Just as the coach was starting, who should we 
see but the stranger who had come up with us &om 
Portsmouth, 
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" There is one place inside if yon do not mind taking 
it," said the guard. "Yery sorry, otherwise you will 
have to wait for the night coach, or to-morrow 
morning." 

The stranger stepped in and the coach drove off. 
I need not describe the incidents of the journey. It 
was dusk when we arrived at Whithyford. At length 
the light from the window of the little inn, at the 
end of the lane where I purposed getting down ap- 
peared in sight. Begging the coachman to stop, I 
wished Oldershaw good-bye, and descended from my 
perch on the roof. My chest and bag were handed 
down, and the coach drove on. 

"I cannot believe my eyes. Master Burton, sure 
it's not you !" exclaimed Mrs. Fowler, the landlady of 
the " Wheatsheaf." ' 

I assured her that I was no other than little Ben 
Burton, though somewhat increased in bulk during 
the five years I had been absent. 

" And my mother ? " I asked. " Is she well ? and 
her kind friends ? " The answer was satisfactory. 
The Miss Schanks had, however, gone out to a tea 
party at Mr, Simmon's the lawyer. 

"And my mother ?" I asked, "is she there too ? " 

" Oh ! no, Lor' bless you, she never goes to such gay 
doings. She would be stopping to look after the old 
lady who keeps up wonderfully. And I should not 
be surprised but what you find somebody else there. 
There was a strange gentleman came over from Ireland 
some days gone, and has been stopping in my house. 
He is a free and easy spoken sort of man, though 
I do not understand all he says, for he speaks in 
the Irish way, but he is a good customer at the 
bar, and is liberal-handed enough. However, Master 
Burton, I do not know as I should advise your mother 
to go and do it. You see if he was to ask me, it would 
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be A diffft-ent matter. I couLi holri my o^wn. 
I ftr.i fwyrriAt^^med to such doines aa hia. When mj 
grx/'l mAn that's jjone — Simon Fowler waa alivey he 
was r..';t happj till he had jrot a few quarts of beer 
in his inside — not to speak of gin and mm. Bat do 
jon see, yonr dear mr;ther ]a a different sort of perscm, 
and itwonid not do for her to take npwhh a gendeman 
with sneh habita." 

'* I now l)e$ran to comprehend the drifb of the 
landla/^lj'ft remarks. 

"What!" I exclaimed, "is there a person snch 
aa yon describe, wantin^f to marry my mother ? ^ 

"Well, that's the plain matter of fact," answered 
Mrs. Fowler, "and what is more he swears he will 
have hcrr. He has come all the way over from Ireland, 
and is not going back non-pln.ssed." 

T was greatly concerned at hearing this, for although, 
had my mother wished to marry again, I should haye 
been yery thankful if she could haye found a suitable 
protector, yet I was sure that such a person as Mrs. 
Fowler described would make her miserable. There 
was another person I was longing to ask about, but 
I own, from a somewhat different feeling I hesitated. 
" And Miss JJmily ? " I asked at length, trying to get 
out of the 1 ight of the candle as I spoke. " How is she ? " 

** Oh ! she is the light of the house — ^the most 
boautifnlost, and brightest little creature you ever 
did HOC," answered Mrs. Fowler, with enthusiasm. 
"WhoUior she's the captain's daughter, or anybody 
cIho'h daughter, it does not matter to me, but I know 
she is a blessing to all around her." 

" Thank you, Mrs. Fowler, thank you ; " I answered, 
scarcely knowing what I said. " I am anxious to 
HOC my mother. Take care of my chest, I will take 
my bag with mo." Saying this I darted out of the 
house and Imrriod down the lane* I well knew how 
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delighted my motlier wonld be to see me, and I had an 
undefined feeling that the sooner I could be with 
her the better. Passing through the wicket I found the 
honse door partly open, and heard a voice pro- 
ceeding from the back parlour. It was a somewhat 
loud one too : — 

" Oh ! Mistress Burthen ! mistress Burthen ! ye will 
be after breaking my heart, ye will ; and me waiting 
for you these long years, and now at last come all 
the way over from old Ireland to find ye as hard 
and obdurate as the blacksmith's anvil in the comer 
of St. Patrick's street, in Ballybruree," were the first 
words that caught my ear. " Shure you will be afther 
relenting and not laving me a disconsolate widower, 
to go back to Ballyswiggan all a'lone by myself.'' 

♦'Indeed, Mr. Gillooly, I feel that your constancy 
— your pertinacity shall I call it," and there was a 
slight touch of sarcasm in the voice, — it was my 
mother who spoke, "deserves to be rewarded; but 
at the same time I confess that I cannot bring myself 
to undertake to recompense you as you desire. All 
I can do is to give you my best advice, and that is 
to try and find some other lady who is more dis- 
posed to receive your addresses than I am." 

I did not wish to be an eaves-dropper, and at the 
same time I scarcely liked suddenly to rush unnoticed 
into the room. Old Mrs. Schank would, I concluded, 
be in the front parlour, and perhaps Emily might be 
with her, and I would ask her to break my arrival to 
my mother. Again Mr. Gillooly pleaded his cause. I 
began to fancy, from the tone of my mother's voice and 
the answers she made, that she was somewhat relenting. 
I knew enough of the world to be aware that even sen- 
sible people sometimes marry against their convictions, 
and I thought it was now high time for me to interfere. 
Just then I heard my mothor exclaim, 
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•' Who's that ? I saw someone at the window. It is 

impossible ; yet oh ! Mr. Gillooly, yon are very 

kind, yon are very generons, bnt I cannot, I cannot 
many yon. After what I have jnst now seen, it is im- 
possible ! " 

" It's on my knees then I implore yon, widow 
Bnrthen ! " exclaimed Mr. Gillooly. " Oh ; say, wonld 
yon render me a desperate man and send me forth to 
join the Ribbon men, or Green Boys, or other rebels 
against King George ? It's afther killing me ye'U be 
by yonr cmelty ; and it's more than Jim Gillooly can 
stand, or has stood in his life, and so by the powers, 
Mistress Gillooly, yon shall be, in spite of yonr pro- 
thestations and assartions, and " 

I now thought it high time to interfere, and mshing 
into the room, presented myself to the astonished gaze 
of Mr. Gillooly, who was on the point of rising from his 
knees, with anger depicted on his conntenance, and a 
gestnre sufficient to alarm even a less timid person than 
my mother. She was staring with eyes open and lips 
apart towards the window which looked into the gar- 
den. The light from the lamp on the table fell on the 
face and figure of a man whom I at once recognized as 
my fellow-traveller from Portsmouth. 

" Who are you ? " exclaimed Mr. Gillooly, as he saw 
me advancing. " That lady's son," I answered. 

" Then out upon you for an impostor. That lady 
can have no big spalpeen of a son like you ! " exclaimed 
Mr. Gillooly, mshing towards me with uplifted fist, I 
could easily have escaped him by flight, but that I dis- 
dained to do, though his blow was likely to be one 
capable of felling me to the ground. My mother 
uttered a scream. At that instant the window was 
flung open and in sprang the stranger. The scream 
arrested my assailant. He turned his head and dis- 
covered the stranger — a man of powerful frame msh- 
ing towards him. 
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" Mnrtlier ! murtlier ! I'm betkrayied ! '' shonted Mr. 
Gilloolj. " Oh ! widow, it's all your doing, and you 
have led me into an ambush ! Murther ! murther ! " and 
without stopping to pick up his hat or whip he rushed 
from the door and out through the garden and along 
the lane, so I concluded, as I heard his heavy footsteps 
growing less and less distinct as he gained a distance 
from the cottage. 




CHAPTER XXIV. 

LEFT my mother, at the end of the last 
chapter, standing in the middle of the back 
parlour of Mr. Schank's cottage, her Irish 
admirer, Mr. Gillooly scampering up the 
lane as fast as his two legs would carry him, the 
stranger who accompanied me from Portsmouth having 
just before, most opportunely for me, sprang through 
the window and saved me from the effects of that 
worthy's anger. 

I had no disposition to follow him; indeed I had 
a matter of far more interest to occupy my attention at 
the moment. My mother sank into a chair. I sprang for- 
ward to embrace her, and while she threw one of her arms 
round my neck, she pointed at the stranger, exclaiming : 

" Is it real ; or am I in a dream ? Who are you ? Say ! 
say ! Do not mock me ! " 

" Polly, you are my own true loving wife, and I am 
your live husband — ^your faithful Dick Burton ?" ex- 
claimed my father, for he it was in reality, as he came 
forward and took my mother in his arms. 

" No wonder you thought me dead, Mary, and a long 
yam I have to tell you, how it all happened. And is 
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at the same time that I felt anxions that she should do 
whatever would most condnce to her happiness. The 
officers, and parties of the ship's companies having ex- 
changed visits with each other, we bade onr relief fare- 
well, and with joyous hearts made sail for Old England. 




CHAPTER XXIII. 

[LD England was reached at length. I need 
not give the particulars of the passage 
home. Nothing very particular occurred. 
Portsmouth was a very busy place in those 
days. Ships fitting out or paying off kept up a 
constant bustle. The water was alive, the streets were 
alive with human beings, and the inns were fall of 
them. We were several days paying off, but at length 
were once more free. I was eager to go and see my 
mother, and the Little Lady and our kind friends. 
Mr. Schank having business in Portsmouth told me to 
go on before him, promising to follow in a few days. 

" Give my love to my mother and sisters," and my 
very kind regards to your excellent mother," he said. 

I thought he looked somewhat oddly as he spoke, 
and I have an idea that a more ruddy glow than usual 
came over his features ; but that of course might have 
been fancy. Oldershaw, who lived a little to the north 
of Whithyford agreed to accompany me, and Dick Esse, 
and Tom Twig happened to be going up to London the 
same day. We therefore all took our places on the 
coach together. Oldershaw had secured tjie box seat, 
we three took our places behind him. There was one 
other spare place, and we were wondering who would 
occupy it, when a stout, large- whiskered, middle-aged 
man climbed up and took .the seat. By the way he 
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stepped np, and by his general appearance I saw at 
once that he was a seaman. Whether he was an officer 
or not I could not exactly make out. The guard's horn 
sounded, and off we dashed up Portsmouth High 
Street, I had by this time grown into a tall, well- 
made lad. I looked indeed, as I was, quite a young 
man particularly contrasted with my companions, who 
though really older, were both remarkably small for 
their age# We were not too old, however, to be up 
to all sorts of midshipmen-like pranks, and Oldershaw 
had some difficulty in keeping us in order* Dicky and 
Tom were somewhat inclined to play their tricks on our 
companion, and made several attempts to sell him. He 
took their jokes, however, in very good part, and always 
turned their batteries upon themselves, I was sitting 
on the opposite side to him, 

"Take care what you are about," I whispered to 
Esse. " He may be a post-captain or an admiral, and 
you will find he is one of your examining captains when 
you come to pass." 

"They do not travel on the top of stage coaches," 
answered Dicky. " Only small fry enjoy that privilege 
— ^lieutenants, mates, and midshipmen." 

"Do not be too sure of that," I said. "At all 
events, you may find him the first lieutenant of the next 
ship you join, and he may not forget your free and easy 
style." 

" If he is worth his salt he will not harbour revenge 
for what I have said or done," persisted Dicky. 

However, I observed that both he and Twig were 
more careful than before in their way of addressing 
the stranger. I heard them telling him where we 
had been and some of the adventures we had gone 
through. 

" Have you ever been out in those parts, sir ? " asked 
Tom. 
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" Yes, and I know something about them, but it is a 
good many years ago, probably before any of you young 
gentlemen were bom, or so much as thought of," 
answered the stranger. 

" Have you been away from England lately ? " asked 
Tom. 

"For a good many years, young gentleman," an- 
swered the stranger. 

"To a distant station, I suppose, to North America or 
the West Indies." 

"No," answered the stranger, "I have been where 
I hope you may never be, and where I may never 
be again, kept from all you love or care for on 
earth. I have been inside the walls of a French 
prison." 

"I hope not, indeed," said Tom. "Parlez-vous 
Francais, Monsieur ? " 

" As to that, I may understand a few words, but it is 
no pleasant matter to learn the lingo of one's enemies, 
and I felt something like an old master who was shut up 
with me, and declared he would never prove such a 
traitor to his country as to learn one single French word 
all the time he was in prison." 

In a very short time Dicky and Tom got back 
to their chaffing mood. I was sorry not to have some 
conversation with the stranger. The latter, however, 
did not seem inclined to exchange jokes with them and 
became silent, every now and then, however, speaking a 
few words with Oldershaw behind whom he sat. We 
separated in London, where Oldershaw took us to a 
respectable lodging-house with which he was ac- 
quainted, and early the next morning we started by the 
coach for Lincolnshire. Oldershaw and I occupied the 
only two places outside. 

Just as the coach was starting, who should we 
see but the stranger who had come up with us from 
Portsmouth. 
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" There is one place inside if you do not mind taldng 
it," said the guard. "Yery sorry, otherwise you will 
have to wait for the night coach, or to-morrow 
morning." 

The stranger stepped in and the coach drove off. 
I need not describe the incidents of the journey. It 
was dusk when we arrived at Whithyford. At length 
the light from the window of the little inn, at the 
end of the lane where I purposed getting down ap- 
peared in sight. Begging the coachman to stop, I 
wished Oldershaw good-bye, and descended from my 
perch on the roof. My chest and bag were handed 
down, and the coach drove on. 

"I cannot believe my eyes. Master Burton, sure 
it's not you !" exclaimed Mrs. Fowler, the landlady of 
the « Wheatsheaf." ' 

I assured her that I was no other than little Ben 
Burton, though somewhat increased in bulk during 
the five years I had been absent. 

"And my mother?" I asked. "Is she well? and 
her kind friends ? " The answer was satisfactory. 
The Miss Schanks had, however, gone out to a tea 
party at Mr. Simmon's the lawyer. 

"And my mother ?" I asked, "is she there too ? " 

" Oh ! no, Lor' bless you, she never goes to such gay 
doings. She would be stopping to look after the old 
lady who keeps up wonderfully. And I should not 
be surprised but what you find somebody else there. 
There was a strange gentleman came over fipom Ireland 
some days gone, and has been stopping in my house. 
He is a free and easy spoken sort of man, though 
I do not understand all he says, for he speaks in 
the Irish way, but he is a good customer at the 
bar, and is liberal-handed enough. However, Master 
Burton, I do not know as I should advise your mother 
to go and do it. You see if he was to ask me, it would 



204 BEN BUETON. 

be a different matter. I could hold my own. Besides 
I am accustomed to such doings as his. When my 
good man that's gone — Simon Fowler was alive, he 
was not happy till he had got a few quarts of beer 
in his inside — not to speak of gin and rum* But do 
you see, your dear mother is a different sort of person, 
and it would not do for her to take up with a gentleman 
with such habits." 

"I now began to comprehend the drift of the 
landlady's remarks. 

" What ! " I exclaimed, " is there a person such 
as you describe, wanting to many my mother ? " 

"Well, that's the plain matter of fact," answered 
Mrs, Fowler, " and what is more he swears he will 
have her. He has come all the way over from Ireland, 
and is not going back non-plussed." 

I was greatly concerned at hearing this, for although, 
had my mother wished to marry again, I should have 
been very thankful if she could have found a suitable 
protector, yet I was sure that such a person as Mrs. 
Fowler described would make her miserable. There 
was another person I was longing to ask about, but 
I own, from a somewhat different feeling I hesitated. 
" And Miss Emily ? " I asked at length, trying to get 
out of the light of the candle as I spoke. " How is she ? " 

" Oh ! she is the light of the house — ^the most 
beautifulest, and brightest little creature you ever 
did see," answered Mrs. Fowler, with enthusiasm. 
"Whether she's the captain's daughter, or anybody 
else's daughter, it does not matter to me, but I know 
she is a blessing to all around her." 

" Thank you, Mrs. Fowler, thank you ; " I answered, 
scarcely knowing what I said. " I am anxious to 
see my mother. Take care of my chest, I will take 
my bag with me." Saying this I darted out of the 
house and hurried down the lane* I well knew how 
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delighted my mother would be to see me, and I had an 
undefined feeling that the sooner I could be with 
her the better. Passing through the wicket I found the 
house door partly open, and heard a voice pro- 
ceeding from the back parlour. It was a somewhat 
loud one too : — 

" Oh ! Mistress Burthen ! mistress Burthen ! ye will 
be after breaking my heart, ye will ; and me waiting 
for you these long years, and now at last come all 
the way over from old Ireland to find ye as hard 
and obdurate as the blacksmith's anvil in the comer 
of St. Patrick's street, in Ballybruree," were the first 
words that caught my ear. " Shure you will be afther 
relenting and not laving me a disconsolate widower, 
to go back to Ballyswiggan all a'lone by myself.*' 

♦'Indeed, Mr. Gillooly, I feel that your constancy 
— ^your pertinacity shall I call it," and there was a 
slight touch of sarcasm in the voice, — it was my 
mother who spoke, "deserves to be rewarded; but 
at the same time I confess that I cannot bring myself 
to undertake to recompense you as you desire. All 
I can do is to give you my best advice, and that is 
to try and find some other lady who is more dis- 
posed to receive your addresses than I am." 

I did not wish to be an eaves-dropper, and at the 
same time I scarcely liked suddenly to rush unnoticed 
into the room. Old Mrs. Schank would, I concluded, 
be in the front parlour, and perhaps Emily might be 
with her, and I would ask her to break my arrival to 
my mother. Again Mr. Gillooly pleaded his cause. I 
began to fancy, from the tone of my mother's voice and 
the answers she made, that she was somewhat relenting. 
I knew enough of the world to be aware that even sen- 
sible people sometimes marry against their convictions, 
and I thought it was now high time for me to interfere* 
cfnst then I heard my mother exclaim, 
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*' Who's that ? I saw someone at the window. It is 

impossible ; yet oh ! Mr. Gillooly, yon are very 

kind, yon are very generons, bnt I cannot, I cannot 
marry yon. After what I have jnst now seen, it is im- 
possible ! " 

"It's on my knees then I implore yon, widow 
Bnrthen ! " exclaimed Mr. Gillooly. " Oh ; say, wonld 
yon render me a desperate man and send me forth to 
join the Ribbon men, or Green Boys, or other rebels 
against King George ? It's affcher killing me ye'U be 
by yonr cmelty ; and it's more than Jim Gillooly can 
stand, or has stood in his life, and so by the powers. 
Mistress Gillooly, yon shall be, in spite of your pro- 
thestations and assartions, and " 

I now thought it high time to interfere, and mshing 
into the room, presented myself to the astonished gaze 
of Mr. Gillooly, who was on the point of rising from his 
knees, with anger depicted on his countenance, and a 
gestnre sufficient to alarm even a less timid person than 
my mother. She was staring with eyes open and lips 
apart towards the window which looked into the gar- 
den. The light from the lamp on the table fell on the 
face and figure of a man whom I at once recognized as 
my fellow-traveller from Portsmouth. 

" Who are you ? " exclaimed Mr. Gillooly, as he saw 
me advancing. " That lady's son," I answered. 

" Then out upon you for an impostor. That lady 
can have no big spalpeen of a son like you ! " exclaimed 
Mr. Gillooly, rushing towards me with uplifted fist, I 
could easily have escaped him by flight, but that I dis- 
dained to do, though his blow was likely to be one 
capable of felling me to the ground. My mother 
uttered a scream. At that instant the window was 
flung open and in sprang the stranger. The scream 
arrested my assailant. He turned his head and dis- 
covered the stranger — a man of powerful frame rush- 
ing towards him. 
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" Mnrtlier ! murther ! I'm bethrayed ! " shouted Mr, 
Gillooly. " Oh ! widow, it's all your doing, and you 
have led me into an ambush ! Murther ! murther ! " and 
without stopping to pick up his hat or whip he rushed 
from the door and out through the garden and along 
the lane, so I concluded, as I heard his heavy footsteps 
growing less and less distinct as he gained a distance 
from the cottage. 




CHAPTER XXIV. 

LEFT my mother, at the end of the last 
chapter, standing in the middle of the back 
parlour of Mr. Schank's cottage, her Irish 
admirer, Mr. Gillooly scampering up the 
lane as fast as his two legs would carry him, the 
stranger who accompanied me from Portsmouth having 
just before, most opportunely for me, sprang through 
the window and saved me from the effects of that 
worthy's anger. 

I had no disposition to follow him; indeed I had 
a matter of far more interest to occupy my attention at 
the moment. My mother sank into a chair. I sprang for- 
ward to embrace her, and while she threw one of her arms 
round my neck, she pointed at the stranger, exclaiming : 

" Is it reial ; or am I in a dream ? Who are you ? Say ! 
say ! Do not mock me ! " 

" Polly, you are my own true loving wife, and I am 
your live husband — ^your faithful Dick Burton ?" ex- 
claimed my father, for he it was in reality, as he came 
forward and took my mother in his arms. 

" No wonder you thought me dead, Mary, and a long 
yam I have to tell you, how it all happened. And is 
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this young gentleman Ben, onr Ben ?" he asked, as he 
put his arm round my neck and kissed me on the brow. 
" I know it is, yet if I had not seen him here I should 
not have known him. Well, to see him a quarter-deck 
officer, and on the road to promotion, and you, Mary, 
alive and well, and as young looking as ever, repays me 
for all I have gone through, and that's no trifle." 

Now, most women under the trying circumstances I 
have described would have fainted away or gone into 
hysterics, but my mother did neither one nor the other. 
Perhaps we had to thank Mr. Gillooly for saving her 
from such a result. My idea is the agitation which 
that worthy gentleman had put her into, counteracted 
the effects which might have been produced, first from 
my sudden appearance, and then by the unlooked-for 
return of my father. I do not mean to say that she was 
not agitated, and was very nearly fainting, but she did 
not faint, indeed her nerves stood the trial in a most 
wonderful manner. After I had been with my mother 
and my newly-found father for some time, I bethought 
me that I ought to go and pay my respects to Mrs. 
Schank, and to Miss Emily, who my mother told me 
was sitting with her ; I therefore went to the drawing* 
room door, and tapping, asked if I might enter. 

** Come in," said a sweet voice. The owner of the 
sweet voice started when she saw me, for she was 
evidently uncertain who I could be, while the old lady 
peered at me through her spectacles. 

Emily, however, coming forward, put out her hand. 

** How delightful ! You are welcome back, Ben !'* 
she exclaimed. " I mean Mr. Burton. It is Mr. Ben 
Burton, ma'am," she said in a higher key and turning 
to the old lady. 

" Ah, Ben ! you are grown indeed, and you are wel- 
come, lad. Ton are always welcome," she added after 
a minute, and made some enquiries of her son. <* And 
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you have come back in the very nick of time, for there 
is an Irish gentleman wants to marry yonr mother, and 
we do not like him, do we, Emily ?" 

" Oh ! no, no ;" said Emily, shaking her head, " it 
wonld never do. This gave me the opportunity of 
saying that Mr. Gillooly had taken his departure, and 
also that there was another very strong reason for my 
mother's not marrying him— the return of my father. 
The old lady's astonishment knew no bounds on hearing 
this. " And my girls are out. Dear me, they will be 
surprised when they come back. What a pity they 
should not have been here. It is a mercy your mother 
did not faint away altogether. And he is actually in 
the next room. Tour father who has been killed so 
many years ?" 

" They thought he was killed, ma'am," exclaimed 
Emily. " He could not have been killed or he would 
not be here ! " 

" No ! to be sure ! to be sure !" said the old lady. 
" That is very clear, and very wonderful it is, but if he 
had been killed it would be still more wonderful ! Well, 
I am very glad he has come back." After a little time I 
went back to my father and niother, and brought him 
in to see Mrs. Schank and the little lady, both of whom 
welcomed him cordially. I inquired after Mrs. Lindars. 

" She is much as usual," answered Emily, " but she 
looks almost as old as grandmamma. You know 
I call Mrs. Schank grandmamma now. She really is 
like a grandmother to me, and the Miss Schanks are 
like kind aunts, though I look upon your mother, 
Ben, quite as a mother, for one she has been to me all 
my life." 

I was doubtful how I ought to convey her husband's 
message to Mi*s. Lindars. Indeed I felt that it would 
be a very difficult task. However, it was managed. I 
determined first to consult my mother and the poor 
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lady's Bisters. At length they returned, and yarions 
were the notes of exclamation and astonishment with 
which they heard of the existence and return of my 
father, and still more so when they saw him. 

" Well, I must say you are a very substantial, good- 
looking ghost," said Miss Anna Maria, in her funny, 
chirruping voice, " and a much better husband you will 
make her, I am sure, than that strange Irishman who 
has been haunting the village for the last week." 

" Thank you, miss," said my father, looking affection- 
ately at my mother, 

" And you must stay here as long as you can. Mister 
Burton," said old Mrs. Schank. 

" Thank you again, ma*am. I shall be in no hurry 
to leave my wife now I have come back to her," he said, 
with a sailor's bow. 

" But we want to know, Mr. Burton, where you have 
been, and what you have been about," said Miss Martha 
Schank. 

" That would take up a long time, but I will try and 
satisfy you ladies as soon as you are ready to hear." 

" As to going to bed without some notion, we should 
not sleep a wink all night for thinking of it, and not be 
sure, after aU, whether you are yourself, or your ghost, or 
somebody else ;" exclaimed the Misses Schank almost in 
chorus. Miss Anna Maria adding the last remark. " We 
heard that you were knocked overboard and killed 
attacking a French ship off the coast of Italy. Was 
that not the case ? " 

" It is all very true that I was knocked overboard," 
said my father. " But had I been killed, I do not think 
I should be here. The fact is, that when I fell into the 
water I came to myself, and not being able to reach the 
boats I got hold of the rudder chains of the vessel we 
had hoped to capture. There I hung on till the anger 
of the Frenchmen had somewhat cooled down, and then, 
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finding I conld hold on no longer I snng out, and asked 
them to take me on board. They did so, and there being 
a snrgeon in the ship, he dressed my wonnds. They 
treated me pretty fairly till I got well, I mnst say that 
for them, but after that they sent me to a French prison. 
Unfortunately I had no money in my pocket, and was 
nnable to buy paper to write a letter. What with the 
hard treatment I received, and the thoughts that my 
wife and child were left without anybody to look after 
them I fell sick, and remained between life and death 
for many months. A kind French widow and her 
daughter took compassion on me, and by their means 
my life was saved. I after this wrote several fones, 
but my letters must have been treated as were many 
others, and were never sent. I should, however, in 
time have got my fi^eedom, but I fell in with an English 
officer who was going to be married, he told me, to a 
beautiful young lady ; just when he was taken, and now 
she would have to wait for him for many years, or per- 
haps go and marry somebody else thinking he was dead. 
He would, he said, give everything to make his escape, 
so I promised to help him, which I wished to do for his 
own sake. But I thought also that I might get away 
myself. It would be a long yam if I was to tell you 
all our plans, and all the tricks we had to play ,to get 
out of prison. At last, however, we managed to get 
free and stand outside the walls of the town. He could 
talk French like a Frenchman, but I could not say a 
word. We were both dressed as countrymen — he of 
the better sort, and I, as a lout, bom deaf and dumb. 
This did very well for some time, and whether or no the 
country people suspected us I cannot say, but I rather 
think they did, though many of them were very kind 
to Englishmen, and would gladly have helped them to 
escape if tHey dared. We worked our way north, tra- 
velling by unfrequented paths, or when we had to take 
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to the high road going on generally at night. We got 
into high spirits, thinking that all would be right. This 
made ns careless, when one day, just as we were leav- 
ing the town, a party of their abominable gendarmes 
pounced npon ns. The captain showed great surprise, 
and wondered why they should lay hold of two innocent 
people. This was of no use, however. They soon showed 
him they knew who we were, and we were marched 
back to prison, looking very foolish ; and the next morn- 
ing sent off, with several other prisoners, to the place 
we had escaped from. There we were kept closely shut 
up. It was very hard and very cruel in them, just 
because we wanted to get our liberty, I made several 
other attempts, for I was determined to get free if I 
could. Life was worth nothing away from my wife 
and child. At last I succeeded with two others — an 
oflBcer, and another man. We reached the coast, cut 
out a small boat, and were making our way across the 
Channel when we were picked up by a man-of-war. It 
had come on to blow very heavy. Our boat was 
swamped alongside, and, as she was outwai'd bound, we 
had to go away in her. I entered on board. We took 
several prizes, and I filled my empty pockets with gold* 
I was one of the prize crew of the first man-of-war we 
took worth sending home, and at last I once more set 
foot on the shores of England. As soon as I was free 
of the ship I came down here. There you have my 
history, I will tell you more particulars another day. It 
may serve, however, to convince you that I am no ghost^ 
or that if I am, I am a big liar, saving your pardons, 
ladies, and that is what Dick Burton never was. Be- 
sides, I have an idea that my wife believes me at skll 
events. Don't you, Polly ?" 

Following my father's example I must be somewhat 
brief in the remainder of my yam. I should say, that 
soon after his arrival he and my mother took a cottage 
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which happened to be vacant in the village. He for- 
tunately had a considerable amount of prize money and 
pay due to him, for which it appeared my mother 
had neglected to draw, and with this, in addition to 
what he had lately obtained, he was well able to keep 
house. Mrs. and the Misses Schank, however, insisted 
upon my remaining with them, which, as may be sup- 
posed, I was very glad to do. 

I spent a very happy time at Whithyford. Little 
Emily was my constant companion, and every day I 
was with her. I learned to love her more and more. 
At first we talked of being brother and sister, but we 
knew we were not, and somehow or other in time we 
came to leave off callmg each other so. After this, at 
first I called her for a few days Miss Emily, but I soon 
dropped that again. Then I began to talk of how I was 
going to rise in my profession, and make heaps of prize 
money, and I scarcely know, indeed, what I was going to 
do and be. There was Lord Collingwood, and Lord 
Nelson, and Lord St. Vincent, and old Lord Camper- 
down, who had all been midshipmen once on a time, and 
were admirals and lords, and why should I not be a lord 
too. Enuly, of course, thought that I should be, and I 
am not quite certain that we did not choose a title. I 
was to be Baron Burton of Whithyford, and I took to 
calling her Lady Burton, and sometimes Lady Whithy- 
ford, I do not mind confessing this now. It did no 
harm, and at all events made us very happy. WTiy 
should not people be happy when happiness is so easily 
obtained — ^by a little exercise of the imagination ? I 
quite forgot to mention my mother's devout admirer, 
Mr. Gillooly. On inquiring the next morning after our 
arrival of what had become of him, we found that he 
had been taken ill and was laid up in bed ; so it was 
said at the " Wheatsheaf," where he remained for some 
time under the tender care of Mrs. Fowler. When he 
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recovered, unwilling to go back to Ireland without an 
English wife, which he promised he would bring, I rather 
think to spite some Irish fair one who had refused him, 
as a reward to the landlady for all her kindness he made 
her an offer of his hand, which she accepted. They 
were married shortly afterwards. She disposed of her 
establishment, and, dressed in a new satin gown of the 
gayest colours, accompanied him back, not only as a 
blooming bride, but, as Anna Maria observed, a 
thoroughly full-blown one, to become the mistress of 
BallysAviggan Hall. When Mr. Schank at last came 
home, there was a great rejoicing, and two days after- 
wards the postman's knock was heard at the door, 
and Emily, running out, brought back a long official 
looking letter. 

*' It has come at last,'' he exclaimed, and his voice 
showed more emotion than he was wont to exhibit. 
" Oliver is a fine fellow, I knew he would do his best," 
and holding up the letter to us all, we saw it was 
addressed to Commander Schank. '' And now the next 
thing they must do is to give me a ship and post me^ 
and then, mother, I may perhaps do something to place 
you and my sisters in the position you ought to occupy, 
and make you all comfortable to the end of your days*" 

" No, no. Jack ! wo are as well off as we wish to be. 
Tou must marry as you said you would. We would 
far rather see you married happily than change to 
the finest house in London." 

"No, no, sisters," he answered, and something 
very like a sigh burst from his heart. "I once had 
a dream but that has passed. I shall marry my ship 
when I get one, and I hope never to lose her while 
I have life." 

Captain Schank was known to be too good an officer 
to be allowed to remain long unemployed, or I should 
say Captain Oliver was too zealous a friend to allow his 
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merits to biB passed by. At length anotber letter 
arrived, appointing bim to tbe command of a fine 
brig sloop just ofi" tbe stocks at Portsmontb. He was 
at once to go down and commission ber, and fit ber for 
sea. 

" Ben," be said, " Captain Oliver writes me too tbat 
yon will be appointed to ber. Ton bave only one year 
to serve, and afber tbat be bopes you will get your 
commission. If tbe Ministxy keeps in and be lives, bis 
bopes will, I am very sure, come true. Oldersbaw, 
as you know, is promoted^ and bas been appointed 
Second Lieutenant of ber. Tbe First Lieutenant is a 
stranger to me. I see be bas been a good many years 
at sea as First-Lieutenant ; but be may not be tbe worse 
as a First Lieutenant on tbat account I bope. I must get 
your fatber to come down to Portsmouth, to belp me 
pick up bands for tbe brig. Oliver bopes to get bim a 
bertb on board a sbip in ordinaiy, as some recompense 
to bim for bis long imprisonment, and for bis gallant 
efibrts to assist tbe Honourable Captain Burgoyn^ in 
escaping from prison. 

"You should not miss the opportunity of seeing 
a ship fitted out. Take my advice. Make yourself 
practically acquainted with everything on board, from 
stowing tbe bold to rigging the top-gallant masts." 
Tbe next day Mr. Schank started for Portsmouth, telling 
me to be prepared to follow bim in the course of a few 
days* 
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CONCLUSION. 

HE last days I spent at Whithjford ought 
to have been very delightful, for my kind 
friends vied with each other in making 
mnch of me, as of course so did my mother. 
My father talked of going down to Portsmouth with me, 
but he changed his mind. 

"No, no," he said, "you know how to take care 
of yourself ; and it is as well the old boatswain should 
not come and interfere with you. Gk>d bless you, 
my boy, go on as you have begun, and you will do 
well." 

And Emily. I am not going to repeat all we said 
to each other. We were very young and I dare say 
very silly. We exchanged vows, and hoped to marry 
when I became a commander, or perhaps, we agreed, it 
might not be so long ; perhaps when I was a lieutenant. 
Many lieutenants had wives, and though, to be sure, 
some were not very well off, yet we hoped to be 
an exception to the general rule, and to have at all 
events enough to live upon. Thus, full of love and 
hope, I started away for Portsmouth. I was quickly on 
board the " Pearl." The First Lieutenant, Mr. Duff, was 
a man after Captain Schank's own heart — a thorough 
tar, and under him, doffing my midshipman's uniform, I 
was speedily engaged with a marline-spike slung round 
my neck, and a lump of grease in one hand, setting 
up the lower rigging. The brig was soon fitted for 
sea. Oldershaw joined her as Second Lieutenant. My 
two other fidends Tom Twig and Dick Esse were glad 
to go to sea again with Captain Schank. I also fell in 
with Toby Kiddle and Pat Brady at Portsmouth. 
I persuaded both to join, Toby being rated as a quarter- 
master, and Pat as captain of the foretop. 
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" You see, Mister Burton," he observed with a wink, 
"I can now write home to Ballybmree to tell them 
I have been made a captain; and sure it's the truth, and 
it will help to raise the family in the estimation of 
the neighbours, and may be they will think one captain 
as good as another." 

I confess that I should have preferred being in a 
rattling frigate ; and yet we had brave hearts on board 
the br^g, and hoped at all events to do something in her. 
We were ordered out to the N'orth American Station, 
and then to proceed on to the West Indies. It used to 
be thought in those days, a good thing to give 
ship's companies the advantage of a hot and cold 
climate alternately. The cold was to drive away the 
yellow fever, and the heat to cure us of frostbites 
to which we might be subjected at Halifax or up the 
St. Lawrence, We preferred, on the whole, the West 
Indies, for being constantly at sea we had not much 
sickness on board. We took a good many of the 
enemy's merchant's vessels, which struck without 
offering much resistance, but though they assisted to 
fill our pockets, we gained little honour, or glory, or 
a chance of promotion. We had been indeed a year 
and a half on the station, without exchanging a shot 
with the enemy. At length, when off the east end 
of Jamaica, while we were on the starboard tack, a 
strange ship was discovered steering under easy sail on 
the opposite tack. What she was we could not make 
out. She was considerably larger than we were, 
but still Captain Schank determined, should she be 
an enemy, to attack her. About an hour before noon 
she passed to leeward of us, and almost within gun- 
shot. We made the private signal. It was not 
answered. 

"About ship !" cried the Captain, and away we stood in 
chase. In about a couple of hours we were within gun- 
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shot. Our bow gun was fired and returned by the 
enemy's stem chaser. She then hoisted French colours 
and set more sail, edging away to the southward. At 
length we got up abreast of her, and brought her to 
close action. She, however, fought well, and we soon 
had our braces, bowlines and tiller-ropes shot away* 
The enemy, now expecting to make us an easy prize, ran 
us aboard. 

" Boarders away," cried Captain Schank. The Cap- 
tain's wooden leg preventing him from getting on board 
the enemy as rapidly as he wished, Mr. Duff led our 
men. Scarcely however had he reached the ship's deck 
when a pistol bullet through his head laid him low. 
I was close behind him. Oldershaw was bringiag on a 
fresh set of boarders. 

"On, lads, on !" shouted Oldershaw. We swept the 
enemy before us, and though they made a stout re- 
sistance, in ten minutes we had killed, or driven below 
or overboard, the greater part of the crew. The re- 
mainder, who had escaped aft, threw down their 
arms and cried for quarter. Our prize mounted 
twenty-four guns, and the crew amounted to upwards of 
two hundred men. Two days afterwards we were entering 
Kingston Harbour with her in triumph. Oldershaw was 
appointed First Lieutenant of the brig, and I received 
an order as her Second Lieutenant. Soon after this, 
we were ordered to proceed, with three ships of the line 
and two frigates, in isearch of a French squadron, which 
had been committing depredations on the African 
coast, and had just been heard of in the neighbourhood 
of the West Indies. We were delayed by a hurricane 
which raged over those seas. Fortunately we were 
in harbour, but some of the ships which were outside 
suffered greatly. However, as Toby Kiddle observed, 
** what is sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander," 
€ind we could only hope that the enemy had suffered in 
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the same way* At length, after cruising for some time, 
we, being a-head, discovered a frigate, which, from 
the cut of her sails, we had little donbt was French. 
Signalling to our consorts we gave chase, keeping 
considerably ahead of all the rest. In about two hours 
we had got within two miles of the chase, and as 
we approached still nearer we commenced firing our bow 
guns. The French frigate, hoisting her colours, re- 
turned our fire with her stem chasers. We now 
shortened sail. 

"If we get much nearer," said Captain Schank, 
" she may send ns to the bottom with one of her broad- 
sides; but at this distance we may cripple her and 
prevent her escaping. The nearest English frigate 
was by this .time about three miles astern of us. 
Already the Frenchman had cut up our rigging a good 
deal, and at length one of her shots struck our 
bow between wind and water. It was quickly plugged, 
and we continned at some distance firing away, our 
shot every now and then striking the enemy, but 
what damage we had done we could not ascertain. 
The leading frigate was a very fast one and was now 
rapidly coming up. We, I confess, were anxiotisly 
looking out for her, for although prudence might 
have forbade ns getting nearer the enemy, our eager- 
ness to stop her would have made ns run every risk to 
effect that object. At length the English frigate 
got within gun-shot of the enemy. She opened fire 
with her bow chasers. Down came the Frenchman's 
flag, when once more we made sail and hove to close 
to the prize. Captain Schank ordered me to proceed 
on board and take possession. I felt, I must confess, 
almost as surprised as a mouse would do at conqnering 
a lion. The French captain, however, with becoming 
politeness, thongh with somewhat a wry face, presented 
me with his sword, and we found ourselves in pos- 
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session of a forty-four gun frigate, measnring upwards 
of one thousand tons, and a crew of three hundred 
and fifty men. Besides Frenchmen there were on 
board several Englishmen, who formed part of the crew 
of an Indiaman the frigate had captured two days 
before. Among them were the second and third ofl&cers. 
The Indiaman had been overtaken at night, and the 
French ship had fired into her, and HUed the captain 
and first officer and a number of the crew. The 
passengers who were below had happily escaped. The 
Indiaman's officers, thorough gentlemanly young fellows, 
told me that they had only lost sight of the prize 
the day before, that she was a slow sailer, and from the 
direction in which she was standing, they had little 
doubt in what direction we should find her. The re- 
captured prisoners also told us whereabouts we should 
fall in with the remainder of the French squadron. 

We accordingly sent one of the Indiaman's officers on 
board the frigate, while Captain Schank received orders 
from the Commodore to proceed in search of the India- 
man. Scarcely had we lost sight of our squadron, 
which was standing in the direction the Frenchmen 
were supposed to be, when it came on to blow from the 
north-west. The wind rapidly increased till it became 
a downright heavy gale. Our brig, however, was a fine 
sea-boat, and under close-reefed topsails rode it out 
bravely. Our chief anxiety was, however, on account of 
the risk we ran of losing the Indiaman. Still the mate 
was convinced that she could not have passed to the 
northward of where we then were. 

" She will be standing on the larboard tack, Captain 
Schank," he observed, "if she sees all clear she will run 
through the Gut of Gibraltar, or if not, will make 
for some port in the Bay of Biscay." 

However, as the Atlantic is a broad highway, our 
hopes of falling in with her were far from sanguine. 
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For three days we lay hove to, till at length the 
gale moderating we once more made sail and stood 
to the eastward. A bright look-ont was kept for 
the sight of a sail, and from snnrise to sunset volunteers 
were continually going aloft, in the hopes of being 
the first to see the wished-for ship. Next morning, 
when it was my watch on deck, I heard a voice from 
the maintopmast head shouting : 

"A dismasted ship on the weather-beam not four 
miles away." 

I sent Esse, who was midshipman of the watch, aloft, 
and he corroborated Pat Brady's statement. 

Sending below to call the captain, I kept the brig 
away in the direction of the ship. The sea was still 
running very high. As daylight increased, we could 
see her clearly rolling in the trough of the sea, and in 
an utterly helpless condition. For some time the mate 
could not tell whether it was his own ship or not. 

" Too likely," he observed, " for the Frenchman's 
shot had wounded some of our masts, and she very 
probably lost them in the late gale." 

Captain Schank and all the officers were quickly on 
deck, as were the crew, and all eyes were turned to the 
wreck. As we drew near, we were left in no doubt of 
her being a large Indiaman ; and Mr. Paul, the mate, 
soon recognized her as the " Yarmouth Castle, to which 
he had belonged. The signal of distress was flying on 
the stump of her mizen mast. As we drew near, we 
discovered that the gale had otherwise severely handled 
her. Most of her boats were gone, and her bulwarks 
stove in, probably when the masts were carried away. 
As we passed a short distance to windward of her, a 
person ran to the side with a large board, on which was 
chalked, " Keep by us ! sprung a leak ! pumps choked ! 
captured by Frenchmen ! " 

" Ay, ay," shouted Captain Schank, and his voice 
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borne down by the wind probably reacted them. As 
we passed, several people rushed np to the man who 
had shown the board, and tore it ont of his hands. This 
showed us that we must be careful when going along- 
side, lest the Frenchmen should attempt to beat ns 
back. The difficulty of communicating with the ship 
was still very great, for the sea continued high and 
broken, and she rolled very much. We accordingly 
wore round and hove to at a little distance, intending 
to wait till the sea should go down. 

The mate told us that there were a great many of the 
English crew and Lascars left on board, and he thought, 
should they make the attempt, they would be able to 
retake the ship from the Frenchmen. No attempt was 
made, however, and at length, the weather moderating, 
a boat, of which I took the command, was lowered, the 
brig being sufficiently near at the time to fire into her, 
should the French prize crew offer any resistance. 

What was taking place on board the Indiaman we 
could not see, but just as we got alongside, several 
people appeared and hove ropes to us, and assisted me 
with four of my men to get on board. I observed, 
as I reached the deck, that a scuffie was taking place 
forward, and I then found that the passengers and some 
of the crew had suddenly attacked the Frenchmen, who, 
it appeared, had intended manning their guns in the 
hopes of beating off the brig. Our appearance quickly 
gave an easy victory to our friends. The superior 
officers of the Indiaman had all been taken out of her. 
The carpenter, however, was on board, and told me he 
hoped, if the pumps could be cleared and properly 
worked, that the leak could be kept under. A i^chly- 
laden Indiaman was indeed a prize worth recovering. 
The passengers had nearly all remained on board, and 
expressed their gratitude for the timely succour which 
had been afforded them. The Frenchmen finding that 
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all hope of carrying off their prize was gone, yielded 
themselves prisoners ; their commanding officer, who 
had, with his men, been driven forward, delivering np 
his sword to me. I sent the boat with Dicky Esse back 
to tell Captain Schank that I thonght, with some thirty 
of onr hands in addition to the ship's crew whom we 
had on board, to be able to keep the pumps going, and 
to rig jmymasts by which the ship might be safely 
carried to England. Among the passengers a gentle- 
man was pointed out to me who had been very active 
in retaking the ship from the hands of the French- 
men. I enquired his name : " Mr. Branston," was the 
answer. 

" How strange," I thought : " and is Mrs. Branston 
on board ! '* 

"Yes, sir, she is, but she is very iU, and has con- 
stantly kept her cabin." 

" Have they any children ? " I asked. 

" No, none, sir," said a lady who overheard the 
question. " Poor lady, she once had a daughter, a little 
girl, who was lost in a very sad way, and I do not think 
she has ever recovered that event." 

As may be supposed I could not then ask further 
questions, as my entire attention was required for the 
duty of iJie ship. I asked Kiddle, who accompanied 
me on board, what he thought of the weather. 

" It's moderating, sir, and I hope we shall be able to 
keep the ship afloat if we get more assistance.'* 

The sea rapidly went down, and the men I asked for 
were sent on board. The pumps were again speedily 
set goiag, and as the ship laboured less we begaii to 
gain upon the leak. Fortunately there was a good 
supply of spars on board, and I hoped, should the 
weather continue moderate, to be able to rig jurymasts 
the following day. We worked hard till nightfall, most 
of the Frenchmen giving their assistance at the pumps. 
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Indeed, had we not fallen in with them, the probabilities 
are that the ship would have gone down ; so that they 
owed their lives to ns, although they were not well 
pleased at being made prisoners. I now for the first 
time was able to enter the cuddy. Coming off the dark 
deck, I was struck by the bright light of the cabin, the 
tables glittering with plate and glass set for supper, 
well secured, as may be supposed, by the fiddles, a 
number of passengers, ladies and gentlemen, being col- 
lected round them. They greeted me warmly, and 
numerous questions were put to me as to the probabiliiy 
of the ship's reaching home in safety. I assured them 
that I hoped in the course of a week or so, if the wind 
was favourable, that we might find ourselves in the 
Chops of the Channel. "Although," I added, "you 
know the chances of war, but I promise you that our 
brig will stick by you and fight to the last for your 
protection." 

I was not sorry to take my seat at table among them, 
as I had eaten nothing for some hours. The gentlemen 
all begged to take wine with me, and assured me they 
believed that, had we not fallen in with them, the 
ship would have gone doYm. When Mr. Branston 
addressed me, I replied that I knew his name, and asked 
if he came firom Ceylon. 

" Yes," he answered, " I have been there for many 
years." 

I then told him that my commander, Captain Schank, 
had some time before written to him on an important 
matter, and asked whether he had received the letter. 

"Yes," he answered, "just before I left India, and I 
will speak to you by-and-by on that matter." 

After supper he took me aside, and begged to 
know further particulars of the death of Mr. Herbert. 
" Though," he remarked, " that was not the name by 
which you knew him." 



BEN BUB TON. 225 

" Well," he said, after I had told him, " the legs his 
poor daughter knows of these painful circnmstances the 
better. I am now returning with her, and I am thank- 
fal to say, her health has already benefited by the 
voyage. I trust the meeting with her mother will have 
a beneficial efiect on her.*\ 

" I am sure it will on Mrs. Lindars," I observed, 
"her great wish was, that should her daughter have 
been taken away, she might have left some children on 
whom she might bestow her long pent-up affection." 

" Alas ! " said Mr. Branston, " our one only child, a 
little daughter, was taken from us at an early age in a 
very sad way. Mr§. Branston had been very ill, and 
had been advised to proceed to Madras for change of air. 
An old naval friend offered her and me a passage, and I 
accordingly hurried on board, leaving our child under 
the charge of a friend at Colombo. I returned as soon 
as possible, and finding my wife yearning for her little 
one, I resolved to send her to her. A dow was on the 
point of sailing, in which several friends had taken a 
passage. I committed our child and nurse to their 
charge. The dow never reached her destination, and 
we have every reason to believe that she foundered with 
all on board.'* 

" That is indeed strange ! " I said aloud. I stopped, 
for I was afraid of raising hopes in the heart of the 
father which might be disappointed. He heard me. 

" What do you mean ?" he asked. 

" When was this ?" I inquired. 

" In the month of July, in the year ," he said. 

" That is indeed wonderfdl," I exclaimed, scarcely 
able to restrain _my feelings. " I was a child at the 
time," I said, " but I was on board a frigate, which fell 
in with the wreck of a dow. The only people alive on 
board were an Indian nurse and a child — ^a little girL 
The nurse died ; but the child was taken care of by my 

Q 



226 BEN BURTON. 

mother, and is now under the protection of the family 
of the commander of the brig to which I belong, Captain 
Schank, the officer who wrote to you on the subject of 
Mr. Herbert's death." 

" Grod be praised ! " exclaimed Mr. Branston. " I 
cannot have the shadow of a doubt that the little girl 
who was picked up by your frigate was my daughter.** 

" By the bye, I have a man with me who was on 
board the ' Boreas' at the time, and he can tell you 
even more than I can," I remarked. 

Mr. Branston was eager to see him. I sent for Kiddle. 
He corroborated my account, adding further particulars, 
which left no doubt whatever on the mind of Mr. Bran- 
ston, that the little lady — my Emily — was his daughter. 

" And is she a pretty child ? Can you give me an idea 
of her size and appearance ? " 

" Yes, she is, sir, indeed, very pretty ; but you must 
remember she is no longer a child ; she is a young lady," 
I answered, feeling that my voice was very likely to 
betray my feelings. 

" I long to see her," exclaimed Mr. Branston. " But 
I must break the tidings gently to her mother, or the 
sudden joy may be too much for her." ' 

We were busily employed all the next day getting up 
jury-masts, and not till the next evening was I able to 
go into the cabin. I was then introduced to Mrs* 
Branston. I found that she was somewhat prepared 
for the narration I had to give her. The moment I saw 
her I was convinced that Emily was her daughter, for 
the likeness was very striking. Well, I must cut my 
yam short. Having rigged jury-masts we made sail, 
and the wind coming to the southward, steered a course 
for England. The brig kept cruising about us like a 
vigilant sheep-dog, ready to do battle with any who 
might interfere with his charge. At length England 
was reached, and getting leave, I accompanied my new- 
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found friends to Whithyford. I will not describe the 
meeting of tlie mother and her child, and the elder 
child and her mother. One thing only made me un- 
happy. I dreaded lest Mr. Branston, who I found had 
made a large fortune in India, should object to his 
daughter marrying a poor lieutenant of no family. I 
could not bear suspense, and so Emily and I told him 
that we were engaged, and she added that she should 
break her heart if she were not allowed to marry me. 
Mr. Branston smiled. 

" You are rather young to think of such matters 
now," he said, "but when my friend here becomes a 
commander, if you are still in the same mind, I promise 
you that neither your mother nor I will object." 

In the course of two years I did become a commander. 
We were in the same mind and married. I stuck to 
my profession, however, was posted, got the command 
of a dashing frigate, in which I did good service to my 
country, and am now a K.C.B. with my flag in prospect. 



THE END. 
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Blackwell (E.) Laws of Life. New edition. Fcp. 3^. 6a^. 
Boardman's Higher Christian Life. Fcp. \s. 6d. 
Bonwick (J.) Last of the Tasmanians. 8vo. i6s. 

Daily Life of the Tasmanians. 8vo. 12s. 6d, 

Curious Facts of Old Colonial Days. i2mo. cloth. 

Book of Common Prayer with the Hymnal Companion. 

32mo. cloth. Zd. ; bound is. And in various bindings. 
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Books suitable for School Prizes and Presents. (Fuller 
description of each book will be found in the alphabet) 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist. 7;. dd. 

on Great Hunting Grounds. 5*. 

Allcott's Old Fashioned Girl. 3^. (ni. 

Little Women. 3^. (d. 

Little Men. y. td. 

Anecdotes of the Queen. 5^. 

Bayard Series (See Bayard.) 

Blackmore's Loma Doone. 6s. 

Changed Cross (The), zj. 6d. 

Child's Play. 7s. 6d. 

Christ in Song. 5^. 

Craik (Mrs.) Little Sunshine's Holiday. 4^. 

Craik (Miss) The Cousin from India. 4^. 

Dana's Two Years before the Mast. 6j. 

Erkman-Chatrian's, The Forest House. 3^. Cd. 

Faith Gartney. y. 6d. ; cloth boards, is. 6d. 

Favourite English Poems. 300 Illustrations. 21s. 

Franc's Emily's Choice. 5^. 

Marian, ss. 

Silken Cord. 5^. 

Vermont Vale. ^s. 

Minnie's Mission. 4*. 

Gayworthys (The). 3J. 6d. 
Gentle Life, (Queen Edition), los. 6d. 
Gentle Life Series. {See Alphabet}. 
Glover's Light of the Word. 2s. 6d. 
Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold. 6s. 
Healy (Miss) The Home Theatre. 3J. 6d. 
Henderson's Latin Proverbs. . 10s. 6d. 
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. 10s. 6d. 

»» »» »» 6s. 

Kingston's Ben Burton. 3;. 6d. 
Kennan's Tent Life. 6s. 
Lyra Sacra Americana. 4;. 6d. 
Macgregor (John) Rob Roy Books. (See Alphabet.) 
Maury's Physical Geography of the Sea. 6.r. 
Parisian Family. 5X. 
Phelps (Miss) The Silent Partner. 5.^. 
Stowe (Mrs.) Pink and White Tyranny, y. 6d. 

Old Town Folks. Cloth extra dr. and is. 6d. 

Minister's Wooing. 5J. ; boards, xs. 6d. 

Pearl of Orr's Island. 5*. 
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Books for School Prizes and Presents, continued. 
Tauchnitz's German Authors. {See Tauchnitz.) 
Twenty Years Ago. \5. 
Under the Blue Sky. 7;. 6d. 
Whitney's (Mrs.) Books. {See Alphabet.) 

Bowen (Francis) Principles of Political Economy. 

8vo. 14J. 

Bowles (T. G.) The Defence of Paris, narrated as it was 

Seen. 8vo. i+y. 

Boynton (Charles B., D.D.) Navy of the United States, 

with Illustrations of the Ironclad Vessels. 8vo. 2 vols. 2/. 

Bremer (Fredrika) Life, Letters, and Posthumous Works. 

Crown 8vo. \os. 6d. 

Brett (E.) Notes on Yachts. Fop. 6s. 

Broke (Admiral Sir B. V. P., Bart., K.C.B.) Biography 

of. l/. 

Browne (J. R. Adventures in the Apache Country. Post 

8vo. 8j. (d. 

Burritt (E.) The Black Country and its Green Border 

Land : or. Expeditions and Explorations round Birmingham, Wolver- 
hampton, «c. By Elihu Burritt. Second and cheaper edition. Post 
8vo. 6s. 

A Walk from London to John O' Groat's, and from 

London to the Land's End and Back. With Notes by the Way. 
By Elihu Burritt. Two vols. Price 6s. each, with Illustrations. . 

The Lectures and Speeches of Elihu Burritt. 

Fcp. 8vo. cloth, dr. 

Burroughs (John), See Wake Robin. 

Bush (R. J.) Reindeer, Dogs, and Snow Shoes : a Journal 

of Siberian Travel. 8vo. X2S. 6d. 

Bushneirs (Dr.) The Vicarious Sacrifice. Post 8vo. *]s. 6d. 

Nature and the Supernatural. Post 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

-. Christian Nurture. 3^. 6d, 

Character of Jesus. 6d. 

The New Life. Crown 8vo. 3^*. 6d. 
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HANGED Cross (The) and other Religious Poems, 

2S. td. 

Child's Play, with i6 coloured drawings by E. V.B. 

An entirely new edition, printed on thick paper, with tints, 
yj. td. 

Child (F. J.) English and Scotch Ballads. A new edition, 

revised by the editor. 8 vols, fcp. i/. 8*. 

Choice Editions of Choice Books. New Editions. Illus- 
trated by C. W. Cope, R.A., T. Creswick, R.A., Edward Duncan, 
Birket Foster, J. C. Horsley, A.R.A., George Hicks, R. Redgrave, R.A., 
C. Stonehouse, F. Taylor, George Thomas, H. J. Townshend, E. H. 
Wehnert, Harrison Weir, &c. Crown 8vo. cloth, s*. each ; raor. lo*. t^L 



Bloomficld's Farmer's Boj 



Keat's Eve of St. Agnes. 
Milton's I'AUegro. 



Rogers' Pleasures of Memory. 
ShaJcespeare's Songs and Sonnets. 
Tennyson's May Queen. 
Weir's Poetry of Nature. 
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 



5 tJoy. 
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope. 
Cundall s Elizabethan Poetry. 
Coleridge's Ancient Mariner. 
Goldsmith's Deserted Villa ee. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
Gray's Elegy in a Churchyard. 

Christ in Song. Hymns of Immanuel, selected from all Ages, 
with Notes. By Philip Schaff, D.D. Crown 8vo. toned paper,, 
beautifully printed at the Chiswick Press. With Initial Letters and 
Ornaments and handsomely bound. New Edition, ^r. 

Christabel. See Bayard Series. 

Christmas Presents. See Illustrated Books. 

Chronicles of Castle of Amelroy. 4to. With Photographic 

Illustrations. 2/. 2J. 

Classified Catalogue of School, College, Technical, and 
General Educational Works in use in Great Britain, arranged 
according to subjects. In i vol. 8vo. 3J. td. 

Coffin (G. C.) Our New Way Round the World. 8vo. \2s. 

Coleridge (Sir J. D.) On Convents. 8vo. boards, 5x. 

Commons Preservation (Prize Essays on), written in compe- 
tition for Prizes offered by Henry W. Peek, Esq. 8vo. 14$-. 

Cradock Nowell. See Blackmore. 

Craik (Mrs.), Little Sunshine's Holiday (forming Vol. 1. 

of the John Halifax Series of Girls' Books. Small post 8vo. \5. 

(Georg^ana M.) The Cousin from India, forming 

Vol. 2. of John Halifax Series. Small post 8vo. 4^. 

Hero Trevelyan. 2 Vols. Post 8vo. 2\s. 



Craik's American Millwright and Miller. With numerous 

Illustrations. 8vo. i/. xs. 

Cronise (Titus F.) The Natural Wealth of California^ 

comprising Early History^ Geography, Climate, Commerce, Agriculture, 
Mines, Manufactures, Railroads, Statistics, &c. &c. Imp. Svo. i/. 5^. 

Cummins (Maria S.) Haunted Hearts (Low's Copyright 

Series). i6mo. boards, u. td. ; cloth, 2*. 
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ALTON (J. C.) A Treatise on Physiology and 
Hygiene for Schools, Families, and Colleges, with 
numerous Illustrations, ^s. td. 

Dana ( ) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty- 
four years After. New Edition, with Notes and Revisions. i2mo. 6j. 

Darley (Felix O. C.) Sketches Abroad with Pen and 
Pencil, with 84 Illustrations on Wood. Small 4to. ^s. 6d. 

Daughter (A) of Heth, by Wm. Black. Seventh Edition. 

3 vols. xL 1 1 J. 6d. 

Dawson (Professor) Archaia. Post 8vo. 6s, 

Devonshire Hamlets ; Hamlet 1603, Hamlet 1604. I Vol- 

8vo. 7J. 6d. 

Draper (John W.) Human Physiology. Illustrated with 

more than 300 Woodcuts from Photographs, &c. Royal Svo. cloth 
extra, i/. $5. 

Dream Book (The) with 12 Drawings in facsimile by E. V. B. 
Med. 4to. i/. lis. 6d. 

Duplais and McKennie, Treatise on the Manufacture and 
Distillation of Alcoholic Liquors. With numerous Engravings. 
Svo. 2/. 2f. 

Duplessis (G.) Wonders of Engraving, With numerous 

Illustrations and Photographs. Svo. 12J. 6d. 

Dussauce (Professor H.) A New and Complete Treatise 

on the Art of Tanning. Royal Svo. i/. lof. 

General Treatise on the Manufacture of Vinegar. 



Svo. i/. IS. 




NGLISH Catalogue (The), 1835 to 1863, A.mal- 

amating the Londoi 
alf-morocco. 2/. 5*. 



gamating the London and the British Catalogues. Med. Svo. 
hal 



Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3^. 6d. 

each ; 1866, 1867, 1S6S, sj. each. 

Writers, Chapters for Self-improvement in English 

Literature ; by the author of "The Gentle Life." dr. 

Erckmann-Chatrian, Forest House and Catherine's 
Lovers. Crown Svo. 3J. 6d. 
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AITH GARTNEY'S Girlhood, by the Author of 
" The Gayworthys." Fcap. with Coloured Frontispiece, ^s. 6d. 

Favourite English Poems. New and Extended 

Edition, with 300 illustrations. Small 4to. 21s. 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, sewed. 

15. 

Fletcher (Rev. J. C.) and Kidder (Rev. D. P.) Brazil and 
the Brazilians. New Edition, with 150 Illustrations and supplemenr 
tary matter. 8vo. i8j. 

Franc (Maude Jeane) Emily's Choice, an Australian Tale. 

I vol. small post 8vo. With a Frontispiece by G. F. Angas. 5J. 

Marian, or the Light of Some One's Home. Fcp. 



3rd Edition, with Frontispiece. $5. 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 5j-. 

Vermot Vale. Small post 4to., with Frontispiece. 5^. 

Minnie's Mission. Small post 8vo., with Frontis- 




piece. 4^. 
Friswell (J. H.) Familiar Words, 2nd Edition. 6s. 

Other People's Windows. Crown 8vo. 6^. 

One of Two. 3 vols. i/. lis. 6^/. 



AYWORTHYS (The), a Story of New England 
Life. Small post 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i. Small 4to. 

10s. 6d. 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. Printed in 
Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, form- 
ing suitable Volumes for Presents. Price 6s, each ; 
or in calf extra, price los. 6d. 

I. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Cha- 
racter of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition. 

" His notion of a gentleman is of the noblest and truest order. A 
little compendium of cheerful philosophy." — Daily News. 

"Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated 'vc^ every 
hoyxsQ.^*— Chambers Journal. 
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II. 

About in the World. Essays by the Author of **The Gentle 
Life." 

"It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some happy 
idea." — Morning Post. 

III. 

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of the **De Imita- 
ticne Christi " usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. With a Vigjnette 
from an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition. 

" Evinces independent scholarship, and a profound feeling for the 
original." — Nonconformist. 

" Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly 
volume was never seen." — Illustrated London Newi. 

IV. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. Second and en- 
larged Edition. 

"The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with." — 
Notes and Queries. 

"Will add to the author's credit with all honest workers." — Exa- 
miner. 

V. 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
Annotated by the Author of "The Gentle Life." With Vignette Por- 
trait. Second Edition. 

" We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a lar^e 
circulation for this handsome attractive book ; and who can refuse his 
homage to the good-humoured industry of the editor." — Illustrated 
Times. 

VI. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir 
Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of "The Gentle 
Life." Dedicated, by permission, to the Earl of Derby, ^s. 6d. 

" All the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Fris- 
well's edition. — Examiner. 

VII. 

The Gentle Life. Second Series. Third Edition. 

** There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in 
some measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily News. 

VIII. 

Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Reprinted, by per- 
mission, fh}m the Saturday Review^ Spectator^ &c. 

" The books discussed in this volume are no less valuable than they 
are rare, and the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the public 
for having rendered their treasures available to the general reader." — 
Observer. 

B 
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IX. 

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By 

the Author of "The Gentle Life." Second Edition. 

" All who possess the ' Gentle Life ' should own this volume." — 
Standard. 

X. 

Essays on English writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

" The author has a distinct purpose and a proper and noble ambition to 
win the young to the pure and noble study of our glorious English 
literature. To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read 
and study their native literature we would certainly suggest the volume 
before us as a fitting introduction." — Examiner. 

xr. 
Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. Second 

Edition. 

"The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd 
views of human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader 
cannot fail to be amused." — Morning Post. 



German Primer; being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German. By M. T. Prew. 2S. 6d. 

Girdlestone (C.) Christendom. i2mo. 3.r. 

. Family Prayers. i2mo. is, 6d. 

Glover (Rev. R.) The Light of the Word. Third Edition. 

i8mo. 2 J. 6d. 

Goethe's Faust. With Illustrations by Konewka. Small 4to. 

Price JOS. 6d. 

Gouffe : The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff^, 

Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club ; translated and adapted for 
English use by Alphonse Gouffe', head pastrycook to Her Majesty the 
Queen. Illustrated with large plates, beautifully printed in colours, to- 
gether with i6i woodcuts. 8vo. Coth extra, gilt edges. 2/. 2s. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound. lOJ. 6cf. 

** By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever 
been submitted to the gastronomical world." — Pail Mall Gazette. 

The Book of Preserves ; or, Receipts for Preparing 



and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrines^ Gelatines, Vege- 
tables, Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de FamiUe, Petits Fours, 
Bonbons, &c. &c. By Jules Gouffe, Head Cook of the Paris Jockey 
Club, and translated and adapted by his brother Alphonse Gouffe, 
Head Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen, translator and editor of 
" The Royal Cookery Book.' i vol. royal 8vo., containing upwards ot 
500 Receipts and 34 Illustrations. 10s. 6 
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<jough (J. B.) The Autobiography and Reminiscences of 
John B. Gough. 8vo. Cloth, \is. 

<jrant, General, Life of. 8vo. 12^-. 

Guizot's History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Royal 8 vo. Numerous Illustrations. In Parts, 2J. each (to be completed 
in about twenty parts). 

Guyon (Mad.) Life. By Upham. Third Edition. Crown 
Svo. ^s. 6d. 



Method of Prayer. Foolscap, is. 




ALL (E. H.) The Great West; Handbook' for 
Emigrants and Settlers in America. With a large Map of 
routes, railways, and steam communication, complete to pre- 
sent time. Boards, is. 

Harrington (J.) Pictures of Saint George's Chapel, Wind- 
sor. Photographs. 4to. 63J. 

Harrington's Abbey and Palace of Westminster. Photo- 
graphs. 5/. 5*. 

Harper's Handbook for Travellers in Europe and the 

East. New Edition. Post Svo. Morocco tuck, i/. is. 

Hawthorne (Mrs. N.) Notes in England and Italy. Crown 

8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold; an Old Man's Story 
of a Young Man's Adventures. By Dr. I. Isaac Hayes, Author of 
*'The Open Polar Sea." With numerous Illustrations. Gilt edges, 6j. 

Hazlitt (William) The Round Table; the Best Essays of 
William Hazlitt, with Biographical Introduction (Bayard Series). 
2s. 6d. 

Healy (M.) Shadow and Substance. A Novel. 3 Vols. 

i/. lis. 6d. 

The Home Theatre. Small post Svo. 3 J. 6d. 

Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations; with 

Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By 
Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 4to., 530 pp. 10s. 6d. 

" A very handsome volume in its typographical externals, and a very 
useful companion to those who, when a quotation is aptly made, like to 
trace it to its source, to dwell on the minutiae of its application, and to 
find it illustrated with choice parallel passages from English and Latin 
authors. " — Times. 

" A book well worth adding to one's \\hnry."— Saturday Review. 

Hearth Ghosts. By the Author of * Gilbert Rugge.' 3 Vols, 
i/. lis. 6d. 
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Heber*s (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With 

upwards of loo Designs engraved in the first style of art under the 
superintendence of J. D. Cooper. Small 4to. Handsomely bound, 
^s. 6ti. 

Hitherto. By the Author of ** The Gayworthys." New Edition. 
6*. 

Hoge — Blind Bartimaeus. Popular edition, is. 

Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel ; a Romance. 

2 vols. 1 6*. 

— (Low's Copyright Series.) Boards, is, 6d, ; cloth, 2s, 



Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. i2mo. is, ; Illus- 
trated edition, y. td. 

The Professor at the Breakfast Table. 3^". (>d, 

Songs in Many Keys. Post 8vo. *]s. 6d. 

Mechanism in Thought and Morals. i2mo. is. 6d,^ 

Home Theatre (The), by Mary Healy. Small post 8vo. 

Homespun, or Twenty Five Years Ago in America, by 
Thomas Lackland. Fcap. 8vo. ^s. 6d. 

Hoppin (Jas. M.) Old Country, its Scenery, Art, and 

People. Post 8vo. ^s. 6d. 
Howell (W. D.) Italian Journeys, i2mo. cloth. 8j. 6d, 
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. 6s. ; fancy boards,. 

2S. ; cloth, 2S. 6d. ; Illustrated Edition, los. 6d. 

Hunt (Leigh) and S. A. Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with 
Essay on Sonneteers. 2 vols. 8vo. iSs. 

Day by the Fire, Fcap. 6^. 6d, 

Huntington (J.D., D.D.) Christian Believing. Crown 8vo» 

3J. 6d. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

Bickersteth. 

Ice, a Midsummer Night's Dream. Small Post 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

LLUSTRATED BOOKS, suitable for Christmas, 
Birthday, or Wedding Presents. (The full titles of 
which will be found in the Alphabet.) 

Anderson's Fairy Tales. 25*. 

Werner (Carl) Nile Sketches. 3/. xos. 

Goethc'3 Faust, illustrations by P. Konewka. 10s. 6d. 
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Illustrated Books, continued, , 

Art, Pictorial and Industrial. Vol. I. 31^. 6d. 

St. George's Chapel, Windsor. 

Favourite English Poems. 21J. 

The Abbey and Palace of Westminster. 5/. 5; . 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist. 7^. td. 

Blackburn's Art in the Mountains. 12^. 

Artists and Arabs, "js. 6d. 

Normandy Picturesque, i&r. 

Travelling in Spain. i6f . 

The Pyrenees. i8j. 

Bush's Reindeer, Dogs, &c. 12s. 6d. 
Duplessis' Wonders of Engraving. 12^. 6d. 
Viardot, Wonders of Sculpture. 12J. 6d. 

Wonders of Italian Art. i2j. 6d. 

Wonders of European Art. i2j. 6d. 

•Sauzay's Wonders of Glass Making 12^. 6d. 

Fletcher and Kidder's Brazil. lar. 

<Gouffe's Royal Cookery Book. Coloured plates. 42A. 

Ditto. Popular edition, ioj. 6d. 

Book of Preserves. xos.,6d. 

Heber (Bishop) Hymns. Illustrated edition. 7s. 6d. 
Christian Lyrics. 

Milton's Paradise Lost. (Martin's plates). 3/. 13^. 6d. 
Palliser (Mrs.) History of Lace. 21s. 

Historic Devices, &c. 21J. 

Red Cross Knight (The). 25^. 
Dream Book, by E. V. B. 21s. 6d. 
Schiller's Lay of the Bell. 14J. 
Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. 61. 6s. 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United 
Kingdom during the last 20 years. 8vo. Half-morocco, i/. 6s, 



In the Tropics. Post 8vo. 6s, 



ACK HAZARD, a Story of Adventure by J. T. 
Trowbridge. Numerous illustrations, small post. 3;. 6d, 



AVANAGH'S Origin of Language. 2 vols, crown 
8vo. i/. js. 

Kedge Anchor, or Young Sailor's Assistant, by 
Wm. Brady. 8vo. 16s. 
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Kennan (G.) Tent Life in Siberia. 3rd edition, dr. 

** We strongly recommend the work as one of the most entertaining: 
volumes of travel that has appeared of late years." — Athgtueutn. 

** We hold our breath as he details some hair-breadth escape, and 
burst into fits of irresistible laughter over incidents full of humour. — 
S/ectatar. 

Journey through the Caucasian Mountains. 8vo. 

cloth. [/« the Press ^ 

Kent (Chancellor) Commentaries on American Law^ 

nth edition. 4 vols. 8vo. 4/. \os. 

JCilmeney, by Wm. Black. 3 vols. 31J. (yd. 

Kingston (W. H. G.) Ben Burton, or Bom and Bred at 
Sea. Fcap. with Illustrations. 3^. 6^. 




ANG (J. D.) The Coming Event. 8vo. I2j. 
Lascelles (Arthur) The Coffee Grower's Guides 

Post. 8vO. 2f. td. 

Lee (G. R.) Memoirs of the American Revolutionary- 
War. 8vo. i6j. 

Like unto Christ. A new translation of the ** De Imitatione- 
Christi," usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. Second Edition. 6*. 

Little Gerty, by the author of " The Lamplighter. Fcap. ()d^ 

Little Men. See Alcott. 

Little Preacher. 32010. u. 

Little Women. See Alcott. 

Little Sunshine's Holiday. See Craik (Mrs.) 

Log of my Leisure Hours. By an Old Sailor. Cheaper 

Edition. 5^. 

Longfellow (H. W.) The Poets and Poetry of Europe^ 

New Edition. Svo. cloth. 1/. u. 

Loomis (Elias). Recent Progress of Astronomy. Post 8vo^ 

^s. 6d. 

Practical Astronomy. Svo. &r. 



Loma Doone. See Blackmore. 

Lost amid the Fogs : Sketches of Life in Newfoundlandb 

IJy Lieut. -Col. R. B. McCrea. Svo. lor. 6d. 
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Low's Copyright Cheap Editions of American Authors, 
comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrangement with 
their Authors : — 

1. Haunted Hearts. By the Author of " The Lamplighter." 

2. The Guardian Angel. By " The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." 

3. The Minister's Wooing. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin." 

4. Views Afoot. By Bayard Taylor. 

5. Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. Holland. 

6. Hans Brinker : or. Life in Holland. By Mrs. Dodqe. 
• 7. Men, Women, and Ghosts. By Miss Phelps. 

8. Society and Solitude. By Ralph Waldo EMERsbN. 

9. Hedged In. By Elizabeth Phelps. 

10. An Old- Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

11. Faith Gartney. 

12. Stowe's Old Town Folks, as. 6d. ; cloth, 3^. 

13. Lrov^rell's Study Windows. 

14. My Summer in a Garden. By Charles Dudley Warner. 

Each volume complete in itself, price is. 6d. enamelled flexible cover ; 
2j. cloth. 

Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Publi- 
cations, forwarded regularly. Subscription 2;. 6d. per annum. 

Low's Minion Series of Popular Books, is, each : — 

The Gates Ajar. (The original English Edition.) 

Who is He ? 

The Little Preacher. 

The Boy Missionary. 

Low (Sampson, Jun.) The Charities of London. A Guide 

to 750 Institutions. New Edition. 5*. 

Handbook to the Charities of London, for the year 



1867. IS. 6d. 

Ludlow (FitzHugh). The Heart of the Continent. 8vo. 
cloth. 14^. 

Lyra Sacra Americana. Gems of American Poetry, selected 

and arranged, with Notes and Biographical Sketches, by C. D. Cleve- 
land, D. D., author of the " Milton Concordance." i8mo. 4*. 6d. 



«5?||5nj ACGREGOR (John, M. A.) " Rob Roy " on the 

i p Baltic. Third Edition, small post, Svo. 5s. 

A Thousand Miles in the " Rob Roy " 

Canoe. Eleventh Edition. Small post, Svo. ar. 6d. 

— Description of the " Rob Roy *' Canoe, with plans, 

&C. IS. 




i 
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Macgregor (John M. A.) The Voyage Alone in the Yawl 
** Rob Roy." Second Edition. Small post, 8vo. 5^. 

Mackay (Dr.) Under the Blue Sky. Open-air Studies of 

Men and Nature. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra, js. 6d. 

March (A.) Anglo-Saxon Reader. 8vo. 7^. 6d. 

Comparative Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon Lan- 
guage. 8vo. &r. 6d. 

Marcy, (R. B.) Thirty Years of Army Life. Royal 8vo. 

I2J. 

Prairie and Overland Traveller. 2J. (>d. 



Marsh (George P.) Man and Nature. 8vo. 14^. 



Origin and History of the English Language. 



Svo. I dr. 

Lectures on the English Language. Svo. i6s. 



Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea and 
its Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work ; with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6*. 

McCrea (Col.) Lost amid the Fogs. Svo. lar. 6d. 
Queer Things of the Service. [In the press. 

McMullen's History of Canada. Svo. i6s. 
Mercier (Rev. L.) Outlines of the Life of the Lord Jesus 

Christ. 2 vols, crown Svo, 15*. 

Milton's Complete Poetical Works ; with Concordance by 
W. D. Cleveland. New Edition. Svo. im. ; morocco i/. xs. 

• Paradise Lost, with the original Steel Engravings of 

John Martin. Printed on large paper, royal 4to. handsomely bound. 
3/. 13J. 6d, 

lAissionaxy Geography (The); a Manual of Missionary 

Operations in all parts of the World, with Map and Illustrations. Fcap. 
3*. 6d. 

Monk of Monk's Own. 3 vols. 31J. 6d. 
Montaigne's Essays. See Gentle Life Series. 
Mountain (Bishop) Life of. By his Son. Svo. los, 6d, 
My Summer in a Garden. See Warner. 
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EW Testament. The Authorized English Version ; 
with the various Readings from the most celebrated Manu- 
scripts, including the Sinaitic, the Vatican, and the Alex- 
andrian MSS., in English. With Notes by the Editor, Dr. 
TiscHENDORF. The whole revised and carefully .collected 
for the Thousandth Volume of Baron Tauchnitz's Collection. Cloth flexible, 
gilt edges, zs. 6d. ; cheaper style, 2f. ; or sewed, xs. 6d. 

N orris (T.) American Fish Culture. 6j. 6d, 

Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. By William 

Allen Butler, xs. 



LD Fashioned Girl. See Alcott. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by Rev. H. 
RoBBiNS. With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 3^ . 6d. 



ALLISER (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the 
Earliest Period. A New and Revised Edition, with upwards 
of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs, i vol. 8vo. xl. xs. 

" One of the most readable books of the season ; permanently 
valuable, always interesting, often amusing, and not inferior in all the 
essentials of a gift book." — Times. 





Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo. 



I*. 



Parsons (T.) A Treatise on the Law of Marine Insurance 
and General Average. By Hon. Theophilus Parsons. 2 vols. 8vo. 
3/. 

Parisian Family. From the French of Madame GuizoT De 
Witt; by Author of "John Halifax." Fcap. 5s. 

'* The feeling of the story is so good, the characters are so clearly- 
marked, there is such freshness and truth to nature in the simple inci- 
dents recorded, that we have been allured on from jpage to page without 
the least wish to avail ourselves of a privilege permitted sometimes to the 
reviewer, and to skip a portion of the narrative." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

Parton (J.) Smoking and Drinking. 3^*. ^d. 

Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. From Water-Colour Draw- 
ings by Elijah Walton. Chromo lithographed by J. H. Lowes, with 
Descriptive Text by the Rev. T. G. Bonney, M.A., F.G.S. Folio, 
half-morocco, with 21 large Plates. Original subscription, 8 guineas. A 
very limited edition only now issued. Price 6 guineas. 
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Phelps (Miss) Gates Ajar. 32mo. is. ; 6^. ; 4//. 

Men, Women, and Ghosts. i2mo. Sewed, is, td. 



cloth, zr. 

Hedged In. i2mo. Sewed, u. 6^. ; cloth, 2s. 

Silent Partner. 5^. 



Phillips (L.) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. 8vo» 
i/. I If. td. 

Plutarch's Lives. An Entirely New and Library Edition. 
Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. 5 vols. 8vo. 3/. 3J. 

** 'Plutarch's Lives' will yet be read by thousands, and in the version 
of Mr. Clough." — Quarterly Revinu. 

** Mr. Clough's work is worthy of all praise, and we hope that it^will 
tend to revive the study of Plutarch." — Times. 

Morals. Uniform with Clough's Edition of " Lives of 



Plutarch." Edited by Professor Goodwin. 5 vols. 8vo. 3/. 3*. 

Poe (E. A.) The Poetical Works of. Illustrated by eminent 
Artists. An entirely New Edition. Small 4to. \os. 6d. 

Poems of the Inner Life. Post 8vo. 8j.; morocco, lOf. 6d, 
Poor (H. »V.) Manual of the Railroads of the United 

States for 1868-9 J Showing their Mileage, Stocks, Bonds, I Cost, 
Earnings, Expenses, and Organisations, with a Sketch of their Rise, &c. 
I vol. 8vo. its. 

Portraits of Celebrated Women. By C. A. St. Beuve. 

X2mo. dr. 6d. 



Publishers' Circular (The), and General Record of British 
and Foreign Literature ; giving a transcript of the title-page of every 
work published in Great Britain, and every work of interest published 



and Foreign Literaturej giving a transcript of the title-page of every 

publishc ' " 
abroaa, with lists of all the publishing houses. 



Published regularly on the ist and isth of every Month, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of &f. per annum. 



ASSELAS, Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. John- 
son. With Leigh Hunt's Critical Essays and Notes ; and 
Introduction by the Rev. William West, Vicar of Nairn 
(Bayard Series). 2J. 6d. 

Recamier (Madame) Memoirs and Correspondence of. 

Translated from the French, and Edited by J. M. Luyster. With. 
Portrait. Crown 8vo. yj. 6d. 

Red Cross Knight (The). See Spenser. 

Reid (W.) After the War. Crown 8vo. ioj-. 6d, 
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Reindeer, Dogs, &c. See Bush. 

Reminiscences of America in i86g, by Two Englishmen. 
Crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. See ** Choice Editions^ 
of Choice Books." 5^. 




AUZAY, (A.) Marvels of Glass Making. Numer- 

ous illustrations. Demy 8vo. 12^. 6d. 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell, translated by Lord 
Lytton. With 42 illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 4to. 14;. 

School Books. See Classified. 

School Prizes. See Books. 

Seaman (Ezra C.) Essays on the Progress of Nations 

in civilization, productive history, wealth, and population ; illustrated by 
statistics. Post 8vo. \os. 6d. 

Sedgwick, (J.) Treatise on the Measure of Damages. 8vo. 

Shadow and Substance. 3 vols. 31J. 6d, See Healy (M). 

Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets, selected by J. Howard- 
Staunton ; with 36 exquisite drawings by John Gilbert. See 
" Choice Series." 5J. 

Sheridan's Troopers on the Borders. Post 8vo. 7j. 6d. 
Sidney (Sir Philip) The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia,, 

edited, with notes, by the author of " Gentle Life," 7*. 6d. Large paper 
edition. 12^. 

Silent Hour (The), Essays original and selected, by the author 
of "The Gentie Life." Second edition. 6s, 

Silent Partner. See Phelps. 

Silliman (Benjamin) Life of, by G. P. Fisher. 2 vols. 

crown 8vo. i/. 4*. 

Simson (W.) A History of the Gipsies, with specimens of 

the Gipsy Language, ioj. 6d. 

Smiley (S. F.) Who is He ? 32mo. u. 

Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionary. 2 vols. Cloth ^ 

2XS. ; half roan, 22s. 
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Snow Flakes, and what they told the Children, beautifully 

printed in colours. Cloth extra, bevelled boards, sr. 

Spayth (Henry) The American Draught -Player. 2nd 

edition. i2mo. &r. 

Spenser's Red Cross Knight, illustrated with 12 original 

drawings in facsimile. 410. i/. 5^. 

Steele (Thos.) Under the Palms. A Volume of Verse. By 
Thomas Steele, translator of ** An Eastern Love Story." Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, 55. 

Stewart (D.) Outlines of Moral Philosophy, by Dr. McCosh, 

New edition. i2mo. 3*. 6d. 

Stories of the Great Prairies, from the Novels of J. F. 

Cooper. With numerous illustrations. 5*. 

t 

Stories of the Woods, from J. F. Cooper. 5j. 

Sea, from J. F. Cooper. 5j. 

St. George's Chapel, Windsor, or 18 Photographs with de- 
scriptive Letterpress, by John Harrington. Imp. 4to. 

Story without an End, from the German of Carove, by the 
late Mrs. Sarah T. Au.stin, crown 4to. with 15 exquisite drawings by 
E. V. B., printed in colours in facsimile of the original water colours, 
and numerous other illustrations. la;. ; morocco, iZ \s. 

square, with illustrations by Harvey. 2j. (yd, 

of the Great March, a Diary of General Sherman's 

Campaign through Georgia and the Carohnas. Numerous illustrations. 
1 2 mo. cloth, qs. 6d. 

Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). Dred. Tauchnitz edition. i2mo. ^s,6d, 

Geography, with 60 illustrations. Square cloth, 4?. 6d. 

House and Home Papers. i2mo. boards, is. ; cloth 

extra, 2s. 6d. 

Little Foxes. Cheap edition, is, ; library edition, 4J. 6d. 

Men of our Times, with portrait. 8vo. . 12s, 6d, 

Minister's Wooing. 5^. ; copyright series, is. 6d, ; 



cloth, 2S. 

Old Town Folk. 2J. 6d, 



** This story must make its way, as it is easy to predict it will, by its 
intrinsic merits." — Times. 

** A novel of great power and beauty, and something more than a 
mere novel — we mean that it is worth thoughtful people's reading. . . 
It is a finished literary work, and will well repay the reading." — Literary 
Churchman. 
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Stowe (Mrs. Beecher) Pink and White Tyranny. Small 

post 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

Queer Little People, u. ; cloth, 2j. 

• Religious Poems ; with illustrations. 3J. 6d, 

Chimney Comer, is, ; cloth, is. 6d, 

The Pearl of Orr*s Island. Crown 8vo. $s, 

Little Pussey Willow. Fcap. 2s. 

(Professor Calvin E.) The Origin and History of 

the Books of the New Testament, Canonical and Apocryphal. 
8vo. &f. 6d. 

STORY'S (JUSTICE) WORKS: 

Commentaries on the Law of Agency, as a Branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition. 
8vo. i/. ii.r. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Law of Bailments. 7th Edition. 

8vo. i/. us. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Law of Bills of Exchange,. 
Foreign and Inland, as administered in England and America. 
4th Edition. 8vo. i/. ii.r. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Conflict of Laws, Foreign 
and Domestic, in regard to Contracts, Rights, and Remedies, 
and especially in regard to Marriages, Divorces, Wills, Successions, 
and Judgments. 6th Edition. Svo. i/. 12s, 

Commentaries on the Constitution of the United 

States ; with a Preliminary Review of the Constitutional History 
of the Colonies and States before the adoption of the Constitution. 
3rd Edition. 2 vols. Svo. 2/. zs. 

Commentaries on the Law of Partnership as a branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition ; 
by E. H. Bennett. Svo. i/. iij. 6d. 

Commentaries on the Law of Promissory Notes, 

and Guarantees of Notes and Cheques on Banks and Bankers. 6th 
Edition ; by E. H. Bennett. Svo. i/. us. 6d. 

Treatise on the Law of Contracts. By William 

W. Story. 4th Edition, 2 vols. Svo. 3/. jr. 

Treatise on the Law of Sales of Personal Property. 

3rd Edition, edited by Hon. J. C. Perkins. Svo. i/. lu. 6d. 

Commentaries on Equity Pleadings and the Inci- 
dents relating thereto, according to the Practice of the Courts of 
Equity of England and America. 7th Edition. Svo. il. xis, 6d. 

Commentaries on Equity Juiisprudence as admi- 
nistered in Eng^land and Amebic?. 9th Edition. 3/. 37. 
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Suburban Sketches, by the Author of "Venetian Life." 

Post 8vo. 6f. 

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life, by the Author of 

"The Gayworthys," Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. y. 6d. 

Swiss Family Robinson, i2mo. 3J-. 6d, 



AUCHNITZ'S EngUsh Editions of German 

Authors. Each volume cloth flexible, ^s. ; or sewed, \s. 6d. 
The following are now ready : — 

X. On the Heights. By B. Auerbach. 3 vols. 

2. In the Year '13. By Fritz Reuter. i vol. 

3. Faust. By Goethe, i vol. 

4. Undine, and other Tales. By Fouqu^. 1 vol. 

5. L'Arrabiata. By Paul Heyse. 1 vol. 

6. The Princess, and other Tales. By Heinrich Zschokkb. i vol. 

7. Lessing's Nathan the Wise. 

8. Hacklander's Behind the Counter, translated by Mary Howitt. 

9. Three Tales. By W. Hauff. 

10. Joachim v. Kamern ; Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By M. 

Nathusius. 

11. Poems by Ferdinand Freiligrath. Edited by his daughter. 

12. Gabriel. From the German of Paul Heyse. By Arthur Milman. 

13. The Dead Lake, and other Tales. By P. Heyse. 

14. Through Night to Light. By Gutzkow. 

15. Flower, Fruit, and Thorn Pieces. By Jean Paul Richter. 

Tauchnitz (B.) German and English Dictionary, Paper, 

IS. : cloth, If. 6d. ; roan, 2j. 

French and English. Paper is, 6d, ; cloth, 2s, ; 

roan, zs. td. 

Italian and English. Paper, i.r. dd, ; cloth, 7^, ; 



roan, 2f . 6rf!. 

Spanish and English. Paper, is, 6d, ; cloth, 2s. ; 



roan, 2f. 6d. 

New Testament. Cloth, 2s, ; gilt, 2s, 6d, See New 



Testament. 

Taylor (Bayard) The Byeways of Europe; Visits by Unfre- 
quented Routes to Remarkable Places. By Bayard Taylor, author 
of "Views Afoot." 2 vols, post 8vo. idr. 

Story of Kennett, 2 vols. idf. 

Hannah Thurston. 3 vols. i/. 4J. 

— — Travels in Greece and Russia. Post 8vo. ^s, 6d. 
Northern Europe. Post 8vo. Cloth, %s. 6d. 
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Taylor (Bayard). Egypt and Central Africa. 7^. 6^. 

A Summer in Colorado. Post 8vo. 7j. (hL 

Joseph and his Friend. Post 8vo. \os. 6d. 

— — Views Afoot. Enamelled boards, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s, 
See Low's Copyright Edition. 

Tennyson's May Queen ; choicely Illustrated from designs by 
the Hon. Mrs. Bovle. Crown 8vo. See "Choice Series." $5. 

Thomson (W. M.) The Land and the Book. With 300 

Illustrations. 2 vols. i/. xs. 

Tischendorf (Dr.) The New Testament. See New Testa- 
ment. 

Townsend (John) A Treatise on the Wrongs called 
Slander and Libel, and on the remedy, by civil action, for these 
wrongs. 8vo. 1/. 10s. 

Twenty Years Ago. (Forming Volume 3 of the John Halifax 
Series of Girls' Books). Small post 8vo. 4J. 

Twining (Miss) Illustrations of the Natural Orders of 
Plants, vtrith Groups and Descriptions. By Elizabeth Twining. 
Reduced from the folio edition, splendidly illustrated in colours from 
nature. 2 vols. Royal 8vo. 5*. 5s. 



NDER the Blue Sky. See Mackay. 
Under the Palms. See Steele. 





ANDENHOFF'S (George), Clerical Assistant. 

Fcap. 3f. 6d. 

Ladies' Reader (The). Fcap. 5/. 



Varia ; Rare Readings from Scarce Books, by the author of 

" The Gentle Life." Reprinted by permission from the ** Saturday Re- 
view," " Spectator," &c. 6s. 

Vaux (Calvert). Villas and Cottages, a new edition, with 
300 designs. 8vo. 15*. 

Viardot (L.) Wonders of Italian Art, numerous photo- 
graphic and other illustrations. Demy 8vo. J2s. 6d. 

Wonders of Painting, numerous photographs and 



other illustrations. Demy 8vo. i2J. 6d. 

Wonders of Sculpture. Numerous Illustrations. 

] )emy Svo. 12s. 6ef. 
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AKE ROBIN; a Book about Birds, by John 
Burroughs. Crown 8vo. 5«. 

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. 

Boards, xs. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. (Low's Copyright Series.) 

We Girls ; a Home Story, by the author of ** Ga3rworthys.*' 
Webster (Daniel) Life of, by Geo. T. Curtis. 2 vols. 8vo. 

Cloth. 36J. 

Werner (Carl), Nile Sketches, 6 Views, with Letterpress. 

In Portfolio, Imperial Folio. 3/. 10*. 

Wheaton (Henry) Elements of International Law, edited 

by Dana. New edition. Imp. 8vo. i/. lar. 

Where is the City ? i2mo. cloth. 6s, 

White (J.) Sketches from America. 8vo. 12s, 

White (R. G.) Memoirs of the Life of WilUam Shake- 
speare. Post 8vo. Cloth. lor. 6d. 

Whitney (Mrs.), The Ga3rworthys. Small post 8vo. 3^. 6a\ 

Faith Gartney. Small jiost 8vo. 3^. 6d, And in Low's 

Cheap Series, is, 6d. and 2; . 

Hitherto. Small post 8vo. 6s, 

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life. 'Small post 



Bvo. 3*. 6d. 

We Girls. Small post 8vo. 3^. 6d, 



Whjrte (J. W. H.) A Land Journey from Asia to Europe. 

Crown Bvo. xos. 6d. 

Wonders of Sculpture. See Viardot. 

Worcester's (Dr.), New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary 
of the English Language. Adapted for Library or College Refer- 
ence, comprising 40,000 A^rds more than Johnson's Dictionary. 410. 
cloth, 1,834 pp. Price 31J. 6d. well bound ; ditto, half russia, 2/. zs. 

" The volumes before us show a vast amount of diligence ; but with 
Webster it is diligence in combination with fancifulness,— with Wor- 
cester in combination with good sense and judgment. Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and may be pronounced the best existing English 
Lexicon. " — A thetueum. 

Words of Wellington, Maxims and Opinions, Sentences 

and Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, 
Letters, and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2f. (id. 
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